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Jisit Paris Via TWA! 


Paris, the world capital of art, 
1 fashion! How you'll enjoy 
l-famous landmarks, the gay 
cates, the fabulous shops! 

s you to glamorous Paris in 
vy hours. And you can include 


id Brussels on this never-to-be- 


dream trip.’ Make your { j 1959 CADILLAC OR IMPERIAL 
reality: enter EBONY's 1959 | - OR TRIP ime) Ste ged 3 - VIA TWA 
i Contest TODAY! : 


Wouldn't you ike 
one of these fabulous prizes? 


2 WEEK TOUR TO LAS VEGAS 
BY WELCOME TOUR TRAVEL 
SERVICE OF CHICAGO 


REMINGTON RAND QUIET-RITER ELEVEN 


Just the thing for the student or person in 
business! Miracle Tab, 11" paper capacity, 44 
key keyboard, exclusive Finger-Speed keys. 
What a prize to win! 


Straight-Line Design GE Combination Refrigerator- TV's STEREOPHONIC HI-FI'S APPLIANCES COLOF 


preanes Sin een at eee There are so many things that you have wanted and have put off buying | 
Three big swing-out shelves; two ice-ejector trays; may be your chance to get them. A hi-fi, a typewriter, a color TV, @§ 
big 2.1 cubic foot zero-degree freezer; TV, a motion picture camera... you might win any one of these. This years 
remperature control; big 9.4 cubic foot refrigerator Picturama Contest is even easier than last year. Every member of the 
section. An excellent refrigerator that would enter so that you can have more chances to win. Start thinking now and 
be a welcome addition to any home! Win yours! your Prize Contest Coupon, Ger that prize you want! 





(WA TWA jerstrEam’ 


OC) rr 
Z Dp) ) Picturama Contest! 


* JETSTREAM is o service mark owned by TWA exclusively Abe 





MAME THIS FAMOUS PERSON 


"He’s a star of records, movies, the night 
tclubs and TV. The son of a minister, his 
‘brother is an entertainer, his daughter’s 
mname is “Sweetie.” Warm, throaty voice. 
»Famous for ‘‘Straighten Up and Fly 
Right.”’ The first Negro to have his own 
work television show...which received 
"excellent reviews from the critics. 


ITS SIMPLE! 


ITS FUN! 
ANYONE CAN WIN! 


Yes...you should be one of the big prize win- 
ners in this year’s $25,000 Picturama Contest. 
It could be a Cadillac or a mink coat or a trip 
to Europe. All you do to get complete details 
is tell us the name of the famous personality 
whose picture appears above. You just un- 
scramble the picture and tell us who the person 
is. We will send you complete details. But act 
today so you can win one of these 500 big prizes! 


The winners in last year’s big Picturama Con- 
test were people just like you. They didn’t have . 
ey = one EBONY P icturama Prize Contest 
never entered a contest before. You have just 

as good a chance as anybody else. You can enter This contest is open to everyone except members 

as often as you like. All you do is send in as F. ©. GOR 6oeP f Ge Stee Sing Compery, ond Gol 


CHICAGO 77, ILL. families. Anyone else ‘in the world may enter. 
Any person may submit any number of entries. 





many Picturama Prize Contest Coupons as you 
possibly can. Any man, woman or child should ; . : 
be able to figure out this famous Negro person- The name of the person in the picture is: 
ality and send in the answer. But you must start 
now and enter EBONY’s Picturama Contest 
today! Send in your answer today! Please rush me all the details on how | can win a 


big prize in your Picturama Contest. 
SOO PRIZES! 500 WINNERS! 
NAME 


ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE 














Time you realize once and for always 
how many precious days of freedom 
you've missed—each month you put off 
trying Tampax. 


Time you stop playing a martyr to 
chafing pads and twisting belts, to tell- 
tale lines and odor, to disposal and 
carrying problems. 


Time you discover Tampax® internal 
sanitary protection. So much daintier to 
use, change, dispose of. So much more 
convenient to Carry extras. 


Time you decide tochange to Tampax. 
[c's the better way, the modern way. Try 
it this month. Regular, Super and Junior 
absorbencies wherever drug products are 
sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Cover Photo of Patricia Ann Williams 
By Harry Cox 


TAN’s September cover girl is Patricia Ann Williams, 
18-vear-old California beauty who was voted Miss Sacra- 
mento of 1959 in her hometown. 
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‘EDITOR 


ALL IN FAVOR 


I am a constant reader of your wonderful 


magazine, and this is my second time writing | 
you. I’ve enjoyed reading each month your | 


experiences from true life, but most of all I 
enjoyed reading “Last Chance To Keep Him,” 
“The Love I Dare Not Claim,” and “So Hun- 
gry For Love,” in the June issue of TAN. 


Frances A. Jordan | 
Georgetown, S. C. | 


We've just finished reading “The Love I 
Dare Not Claim.” It was quite interesting. 
Our marriage across the racial-religious-color 
and nationality line has been wonderful, and 


we wouldn’t trade our lives and wonderful | 


children for anything. 


The Tynes | 


Washington, D. C. | 


I’m a constant reader of your wonderful | 


TAN Magazine, and I enjoy reading it month- 
ly. I’m white, 23 years old. I have just finish- 
ed reading “The Love I Dare Not Claim,” in 
the June issue. I think it is one of the best 
stories ever printed. It was very touching, and 
I hope other readers enjoyed it, too. I didn’t 
wed a male of my race, but I married a won- 


derful fellow of the Negro race. I would very | 


much like to read a true story from the Negro | 
woman’s point of view. Incidentally, the stories | 


in this issue are very good. 
Mrs. Beatrice Blaine 


Louisville, Ky. | 


I am 19 and a constant reader of TAN 


Magazine, and I enjoy it very much. I’m sure | 
that your publication will prevent other per- | 


sons of any age, creed, or color from making 


the same mistakes that other unfortunate ones | 


have made. I hope that everyone who reads 
v4 magazine will find it as inspirational as 


0. 
Miss Esther Bass 
Camden, N. J. 


I have just finished reading the wonderful 
story, “Must I Pay Forever.” The story was 
very good and I have been buying TAN Maga- 
zine for a long time. I would appreciate it 
very much if you would print more good stories 
like this one. 


My girls love to read TAN Magazine very | 


much, so keep up the good work. 
Mrs. Ernest Harris 


San Angelo, Texas | 


_T am a subscriber to your wonderful maga- | 
zine, TAN, and eagerly look forward to receiv- | 
ing my monthly copy. The experiences of those | 


Vaselin 


Trouble,” in the May issue. Keep up the splen- | 


depicted as each story unfolds have been most 
beneficial to me in my own life, and I am 
sure the same is true with others who read 
your magazine. 

especially enjoyed reading the story, “Girl 


did work and keep ’em coming my way. 
A/3C C. C. Holloway 
Ladd AFB, Alaska 





No self-respecting mother 
wants her family to use an inferior 
dressing. So | always get ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in the Blue Seal 
package...the kind that doctors 
recommend. That way I’m sure 

_It’s pure!” 
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TRADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


VASELINE 1s A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBSROUGH-POND'S INC. 
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! am a 20-year-old Negro student nurse. | 
always read and enjoy your TAN Magazines. 
! would really be happy if my name could ap- 
pear in one of your issues. 

I am 5’2”, weigh 125 lbs., have black hair 
and brown eyes. I have varied hobbies, but 
mostly like to take pictures, collect stuffed 
animals and write letters. I would be glad to 
correspond with anyone and will try to answer 
all letters and exchange photos. 

Adrianne Marlene Holder 
% Nurses’ Home 

87-03 Baxter Ave. 
Elmhurst 73, N. Y. 


! would like my name entered in your Pen 
Pal columns. I am 18 years old, Negro, with 
brown complexion, dark brown hair, hazel eyes, 
and am 5’7%” tall. I will correspond with any- 
one, anywhere, regardless of race, color or 
creed. I prefer girls between the ages of 16 and 
18, and boys between 18 and 25. 

John Short 
6501 “K” Street, N.E. 
Washington 27, D. C. 


As a reader of your publications, I would 
like very much to correspond with some col- 
ored Americans. | am a Panamanian, 28 years 
old, light brown skin, 5’6” tall. 1 am a dress- 
maker. 

| will be happy to exchange photographs. 

Miss Ceylet Humphrey 
Colon Post Office 
Republic de Panama 


My name is Sam Zepher, age 16. I would 
like to correspond with girls between the ages 
of 14 and 16, from America, Jamaica, B.W.I., 
and other countries. 

| weigh 162 lbs., am 511%” tall. I have 
black hair, brown eyes, and light brown com- 
plexion. My hobbies are photography, drama- 
ties, art, song writing, music and writing. | 
hope to attend a dramatic school and become 
an actor. I promise to answer each and every 
letter received. Will exchange photos if asked. 

Sam W. Zepher 
408 E. Avenue E 
Temple 5, Tex. 


I'm a regular reader of TAN Magazine, and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal club. | would like to correspond with 
boys and girls in other parts of the U.S.A., 
and elsewhere. 

I'm 19 years old, 5’4”, 110 lbs. I’m light 
brown, and have brown hair and eyes. My in- 
terests in life are general. I have a good sense 
of humor and well-being. I will exchange all 
photos 

Olivia Hannon 
2813 Edgehill Drive 
Los Angeles 18, Calif. 


| am an Italian student of medicine, and a 
writer. | have often the pleasure to read your 
magazine. I like to learn much about the 
U.S.A., and the people of colour, their custom 

f life, beliefs, etc. I’m 28 years old, and I’m 
desirous to correspond with many peoples, men 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


and women of colour, without distinction of 
age and social rank. 
I will reply to all with photo. Please print 
my letter as soon as possible. 
Tonino Tirone 
Manocaizati ( Avellino) 
Italy 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pals column. | 
have been a reader of TAN Magazine since the 
first issue came out when | was in high school, 
and | have been enjoying it ever since. 

1 would like to correspond with some young 
men between the ages of 25 and 40. Here are 
a few particulars about myself. I am in my 
mid twenties; height, 56”; complexion, brown. 
I enjoy sports, going to movies, music and read- 
ing. My hobby is photography. 

Miss Harriet Fountain 
2336 East 15th Street 
Brooklyn 29, N. Y. 


I have been a TAN fan for the past three 
years, and | think it is the most enjoyable 
book I have read. I would be very grateful if 
you would publish my name in your Pen Pal 
column of the magazine. 

I was discharged from the Army in Decem- 
ber and have made a new state my home. My 
family moved to Milwaukee when | was in the 
Army. I don’t know any one here, and would 
like to correspond with girls and boys all 
over the world, regardless of race or religion. 
I am 20 years of age, 6 feet, a high school 
graduate, and | promise to answer all letters. 

Joe Keys, Jr. 
1911 North 11th St. 
Milwaukee 5, Wis. 


I should like to have my name in your Pen 
Pal section. I am Irish, but I have lived in 
England since the war. I am 29 years old, 
5’ tall. I have light auburn hair, and brown 
eyes. My interests are films and reading, and 
music. I am a Roman Catholic. «1 should like 
to write to someone my own age, male pre- 
ferred. 

Hoping you will publish my name in your 
Pen Pal section. 

Miss Catherine Rogan 
1 Park Grove 
Rusholme 

Manchester 14, England 


I have been a reader of your magazine for 
quite a while, and dig it the most. I am a 
member of the United States Air Force, pres- 
ently stationed at Kadena Air Base, Okinawa. 
I would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section. 

I would like to correspond with females 
ranging from the ages of 17 to 19, regardless 
of race, color or creed. My interests in the 
ways of life are general. My hobby is design- 
ing. All letters will be answered promptly. 

James Fannings 

18th A. & E. Maintron 
Box 119 

APO 239 


San Francisco, Calif. 


1 am an ardent reader of TAN. I especially 
enjoy the Pen Pal column, in which | would 
like to be included. | am 17% years old 
56%", and weigh 130 lbs. | have slightly av. 
burn hair, and a light tan complexion. | don’ 
smoke or drink. | attend church regularly, 
My hobbies are writing stories and poems, act- 
ing and modeling. I love jazz, and have a fey 
albums. 

| would like to correspond with young men 
(preferably service men) between the ages of 
20 and 25. I promise to answer all letters 


faithfully. 
Miss Elizabeth Ann Holme 
7306 Providence Ave. 
Austin 5, Tex. 


I have been a regular reader of TAN for the 
past year, and find them very interesting. | 
would like to hear from some of the other read- 
ers of this fine magazine, especially those living 
in foreign places, because | am a stamp col- 
lector and would like to hear from others who 
are interested in stamps. However, each and 
every one, of both sexes, are welcome to write. 
I promise to answer each and every letter. | 
am 38 years old, fond of music, good books 
and making friends, so won’t someone take a 
chance? 

Vernon J. Shephard 
61 N.W. 79th St. 
Miami 38, Fla. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns? I am 21 years old, 5’6” tall, 
and would like Pen Pals from all over the 
world, both boys and girls. 

1 enjoy rock and roll records, and all kinds 
of sports. 1 promise to answer all letters re 
ceived, and will exchange photos when wanted. 

Yvonne Neysmith 
1 Melrose Avenue 
Kingston 5, Jamaica, B.W1. 


For several months I’ve been reading your 
magazine, TAN, and find it very interesting. | 
wish to meet new friends by mail. I’m 23 years 
of age, black hair, brown eyes, medium brown 
complexion. I am 5/7” tall and good looking. 
I would like to hear from males and females 
around my age, from everywhere. | will an- 
swer all mail, and exchange photos. Thanks 
a million. 

Ray Robinson 
812 Wood Street YMCA 
Norfolk, Va. 


| am a regular TAN reader, and would like 
very much for my name to be published in 
your Pen Pal section. I would like to cor 
respond with nice looking young gentlemen 
between the ages of 24 and 37. I’m 22 years of 
age, 5/5” tall, weigh 130 lbs., and medium 
complexion. 


I will exchange photos, and answer all let: 
ters. ’ 
Jacqueline D. Harvey 

40-B Bellevue Square 

Hartford 5, Conn. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


Dear EVE, 

| am a smart gal. 
loot and my old man has plenty of it. 
Some of my friends think and say this is 


' , 
I’m marrying for 


wrong, but they are just jealous. 

I want somebody to love Miss Me, and 
to give me. I hope some of the gals that 
read your column will read this and join 
The Money Club and wise up. 

Don’t you agree? 

Smart Gal 
Dear Smart Gall, 
I have only one word for you and 


others like you. That word is—PITIFUL. 


Dear Eve: 

My father is a very queer man. When 
my brother was home, he would pick 
fusses with my mother about him. Since 
my brother is married, my father has 
started in on me. I have thought about 
leaving. I have just about had all I can 
take. So I am asking you to please help 
me find my way out. 

BY. P. 
Beulaville, N. C. 
Dear N. V. P.: 

You did not mention your age, so | 
suppose you’re under 18. It is not ad- 
visable for you to leave home unless you 
are going away to boarding school, or 
lo relatives who have a place for you. 
As for your father, there is a certain im- 
maturity in the character of a person 
who continually fusses. You cannot ig- 
nore the fussing, and you probably can’t 
understand the reasons for it, either. 


You will have, then, the difficult job of 
being the W hatever 
tolerance you learn now will help you all 


through life. Good luck. 


“ 3° 
grown up one. 


Dear Eve: 

I am 22 years of age, of Scandinavian 
descent and very much interested in a 
young man who was born in Asia. We 
frequent the same place and see each 
other on an average of twice a week al- 
though we have never been out on a 
formal date. However, I do believe that 
he is interested. 

My family is very prejudiced to cer- 
tain nationalities which gave me a great 
deal of trouble in a past relationship. 
I would like to see more of this young 
man and would also like to date him 
should he ask me, however, I’m worried 
about starting trouble at home as I know 
they would disapprove of the relation- 
ship. Should I end the relationship now 
before I begin to care too much, or con- 
tinue in the high hopes that it will de- 
velop into more than just a friendship 
despite my family’s feelings? 

Hopeful 
Dear Hopeful: 

lt takes great strength to defy tradition 
and follow your heart along the recog- 
nized path that all men are brothers. If 
you do not have this strength, you may 
be safer—even happier—to comply with 
the wishes of your parents and, as you 
say, end the relationship before you 
care too much. If you love him already, 
and he loves you, the two of you together 
can stand the censure of family, of the 
world, if necessary. 


Dear Eve: 


[ am in love with a boy who is 20 
years old, and very nice. My main prob- 


lem is, 


could not come to see me, but now he 


can. 


him? ,"™ 
Please help me. 
+. Es 


Wichita, Kans. 


Dear V. R.: 


The quickest way is to invite him to 
your home. If you do not wish to “sug- 


gest a date” 


your parents, and invite him to Sunday 


dinner. 


DRUNKENNESS 


po you WANT RELIEF? 
ruins Hi 
















Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 

a oe cause encensive ime ca frora wore or 
social du user _ writes: 
P PLEA NDERFU 
ALCOREM 
HEAVY DRINKER. 

FORE AND aAD WONDERFUL R 

additional help send . 

FREE! 21 21 PINKIES with evter of AL Conem 

systems. Foie FRE WEIGHT” CHART to a .. 

formed drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY s °. ORDER ALCOREM Now 

SATISFACTION K. We rush 

——. PIN Kies, Wein ht ‘Chart / + ™ wrapper. 
y postman $8.95 pt SAVE 

Sect C.0.D. nb Poon se ccad ae order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS « DEPT. E-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 








































Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time =: has found a 
new substance with the 7 
ability , X. ink hemershoide and to 
pain—wi surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 

, actual satis wun a 

Most amasing of all—results were so 

t oy A 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
su 
~ Po so ie 
institute. ; 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
era—money back guarantee. Res. US, Pat, Of. 





WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LOVE oaers ia ae ME — 
Alluring: unforgettable attracts 
holds love, never falls! “pe giam- 


in 
. oy drop 
5 value. aoe a 
(3 for "gs) or $2.75 
wey. ~ 
A ar I Positive! GUARANTEE 
DROPS PER- 


that 
FUME. m ——} help YOU, or os me oon 
your $2 right back. Write N 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 9T, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 








last week we quit because he 
How can I tell him, for us to get 


back together? How can I tell him with- 
out him thinking I am running after 


yourself, enlist the aid of 





S FINEST POCKET PISTOLS 


BE 


PACIFIC WEAPONS CO. 
Dept. 28-A 806 So. Robertson, L.A. 35, Calif. 








L the main 
attraction 
NY, with... 


LIGHTER BRIGHTER SKIN 


And it’s so easy to have a lovely, glow- 
ing complexion! Try this: use Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as directed 
and see your skin take on a lighter, 
brighter, smoother look. 








Its bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science knows 
no faster way of lightening skin. Be 
sure to start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢. 


BLACK = AnD WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 















To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 


Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W.32 St. Studie 769, New York 1 








NOW THE port DS FINEST POCKET PiST 


CAN BE YOURS 


4a DERRINGER 


19°... 


LIMITED OFFER ov. "$24. 95 


The Derringer, pocket pestol that changed history! Used to 
assassinate Pression Lincoln; known as the “widow maker” and 
he “hidden persuader”. This ne, a beautiful show pi 
pore a palm full of protection the home. Fun for target 
“8 trips. ang. 2 sia > rehable, = 


pa $10.00. Baleace C.O.D 
PACIFIC WEAPONS CO. 
Bept. 29 066 Se. Rebertsen, L.A. 35, Calif. 


















=. to ollyr ott use 
By Margo Hughes 


b inomsing SINGER, Johnny 
Mathis, who packs night clubs 
and whose records sell like hotcakes 
seldom do, is being sought by pro- 
ducer Cheryl Crawford to take the 
lead in a new Broadway show. He'd 
play a young singer. 
















Sidney Poitier, star of the film 
version of Porgy and Bess didn’t have 
far to go to see himself in the motion 
picture. The movie house stage door adjoins that of the 
Barrymore theatre where he’s currently appearing on stage 
in the hit play Raisin in the Sun. 


Sidney Poitier 





Johnny Mathis 





















While on Porgy and Bess, many fine voices will be 
heard singing the principal roles, including Met Opera star 
Robert McFerrin, sopranos Adele Addison and Helen Thig- 
pen, and the Pilgrim Travelers. Only non-Negro voice in the 
production belongs to French singer Loulie Jean Norman, 
who sings Summertime for Diahann Carroll—who happens 
to have a mighty fine voice of her own. 
Jonah Jones, whose recent series of hit recordings 
features his vocals as well as his muted trumpet, doesn’t sing 
at all during his engagements at New York’s eastside oasis, 7 
The Embers, where several years ago he dotted-lined a - 
10-year exclusive pact. He was warned that if he sings the 
night club will have to add a 20 per cent entertainment tax. pa 
As a matter of fact, he isn’t permitted even to clap hands on rs 
stage. This is the same joint that put the skids on pianist Toni Harper ms 
Dorothy Donegan’s wiggling at the piano. “4 
Philly cops had quite a scare recently, and thought they EA 
were onto something to boot, as they picked up a strange the 
character driving into their city. But it turned out to be only ori 
Jocko Henderson, better known as an “ace from outer space” a 
returning from one of his rock ’n’ roll shows in Harlem, ea 
U. S. A. Jocko, who rockets onstage in an outerspace getup ‘ 
somehow was locked out of his dressing room at the theatre eal 
and had to drive back to Philly in his space suit. 

gor 
Now that Sammy Davis Jr. and . 
pal Frank Sinatra are back together Ca 
again after the big “fallout,” Sammy 
has his movie roles back in Frankie i 
boy’s planned motion pictures. In the > 
meantime, however, Sammy hasn’t | 
given up his ambition to star in a Fe 
western movie and has been scouting _ tin 
around for a horse. After riding quite . saan . 
a few, (Continued on Page 82) Jocko Henderson Eartha Kitt rei 






















FOR JOY/Cannonball Adderley 
(EmArcy): There are perhaps alive 
today thousands of music lovers who 
consider it somewhat of a sacrilege for 
any musician other than Duke Ellington 
to perform so distinct an Ellington work 
as the Jump For Joy score. But, as the 
Mercury people (producers of the Em- 
Arcy label) explain it, this was the re- 
sult of a desire “to do something with 
the alto soloist that would involve an 
original instrumentation and a writer 
who could provide some challenging 
material.” 

The history of Jump For Joy, as re- 
called by jazz writer Leonard Feather, 
goes back to 1941. Notes Feather: “Duke 
Ellington, who understandably felt that 
Porgy And Bess was ‘not the music of 
Catfish Row or any other kind of Ne- 
groes,” wanted to produce an honest Ne- 
gro musical that would eliminate the old 
stereotypes and caricatures.” 

Ellington wrote his musical, and, 
Feather recalls, “It has been said many 
times that Jump For Joy, when it first 
reached the public, was far above the 
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heads of much of its audience, despite 
the profusion of warmth and wit, of lyri- 
cal humor and musical pleasure.” 

Jump For Joy never saw the bright 
lights of Broadway, but much of its mu- 
sic found a permanent place in the popu- 
lar music of our time, i.e., Just Squeeze 
Me, I Got It Bad And That Ain’t Good. 

For the ten tunes in this album from 
the original alto saxophonist 
Julian (Cannonball) Adderley and ar- 
ranger Bill Russo, who has scored for 


score, 


such diverse groups as the Stan Kenton 
band and the New York Philharmonic 
Orchestra, have blended talents extreme- 
ly well. It is something of a shock, albeit 
a delightful one, to hear Cannonball’s 
surging power over a background of piz- 
zicato viola, Also 
among Cannonball’s accompanists on 
this outing: veteran trumpeter Emmett 
Berry. 

This is a fine album, one for which 
the Kookie-set would do well to shut off 
the “top 40” and spend a few moments 
listening to what good music really 


cello and _ violins. 


sounds like. 





No Classes To Attend 
Let's face the facts! High school graduates get the 







igh school 
ual instruction and easy-to-follow lessons speed up 
your training and avoid wasting time. Take 
just the approved subjects you need for a di- 
ploma. Send coupon for FREE catalog HOW! | 
WAYNE SCHOO). 
2527 Sheffield Avenve + Chicage 14 











NEW COLOR COMB 


FOR GLAMOROUS HAIR COLOR 
to add na’ 


Ee 
oie tones to “yo 
[en pte mtn oS te DYE. Washes out y- Inbleck, 


auburn.Send $1. 380 
man on deliveryon a 











Aquick and cary $ 









Se nan Ganamtan. Fers 
ELLIS RAND CO., Dept. 1713, 2349 Milwaukee Ave.,Chicage 47,1. 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES we, BABIES! 















Send tamp fi fe fi sim- 
ple AE x ethod (No Drugs) 
which succeeded in %ths of 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
Rebert St. St. Paul |, Minn. 





Do You Make These 
Mistakes in English ? 


ANY PERSONS say Ba gee hay — a instead 

of “between you _ ““who"’ for 

‘“‘whom."" Every time S ae =e you show 

what you are. "Misthiee = English reveal lack of edu- 

cation, Real f English will help 
you reach any goal. 

Only 15 minutes a day with Sherwin Cody’s famous 
invention—and you can actually SEE your English 
improve. It ‘enches by HABIT—makes it easier to 
adopt the right way. Wonderful self-correcting les- 
sons. Lack of language power may be costing you 
thousands of dollars every year. FREE BOOK. See 
what Mr. Cody’s method can do for you; me costs noth- 


ing to find out. Write now for free 
FREE book, “How You Can Master Good 
~~ in 15 Minutes a Day."’ Sher- 
oe Course in English, go 
B (@) @) 34 Central Drive, Port Washington, N. 
(No salesman will call.) 
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A HEAD OF HAIR 








that looks LOVELIER LONGER 
—. Make 
a Amazing 
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QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 
with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


t. It's loaded with or. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY acne - Won- 
derful thin haus, temple pre ang — massaging Small 
amount daily keeps — — ELOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which 1s often bn main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair. 
BERNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.10. 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.20. 
Postage extra if CO.D 


NELSON'S COSMETICS bept. 1-4 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 
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Here’s the happy 
story of how a 
Baltimore beauti- 
cian made the 
dreamof thousands 


of young women 


come true for her 





_ “T had other ideas,” Bernice recalls. “I loved my mother and daddy (as s 


and went back to live with her father. “I began attending high school 


T= IS THE STORY that answers the question (to paraphrase a ili 


soap opera): can an orphan girl from a little beautician’s shop in th 
find love and happiness on a trip to Europe? 
Bernice Holloman of Baltimore, Md., a 30-year-old, five-foot, 125-pound 


brought home the bacon—so to speak—in the person of a handsome young 
jazz drummer, Gerard (Dave) Pochonet, son of an influential European 


e U. S. 


bundle 


of intelligence, energy and nerve, made the answer a resounding yes when she 


French 
family. 


When Bernice introduced her husband to Baltimore society this summer, many 


stared at the tall, suave Frenchman and wondered how she had done 


it. But 


Bernice Holloman has always been a do-it-yourself girl. Taken to live with 


neighbors after her mother died when she was six, Bernice worked ar 


nd her 


foster mother’s beauty shop, learned to shampoo hair at twelve, was a |licensed 
beautician at fourteen and had her own clientele before she had finished the eighth 


grade. At twenty she owned her own shop, and when she brought Gerard P 


ochonet 


home as her husband in April of this year, it represented to some extent the result 


of eight trips abroad. 


Recalling her childhood, Bernice says: “My father had no idea whht to do 
with us (Bernice, a sister and a brother) when my mother died. He would put 
food in the house and give us some clothing but allowed us to run free in the 


neighborhood. Neighbors were good to us because they felt sorry for 


us. As 


many people asked if they could have us, we were given away without benefit of 


adoption. 
Bernice became so proficient as a beautician that her foster parents 


felt she 


should quit school after the eighth grade and work full time in a beauty parlor. 


her foster parents), but felt that eight grades of schooling was not enough 
I wanted something more than living in our crowded neighborhood without 


Cert tare 
for me. 
modern 


conveniences. I believed that I could and should go to high school and college.” 





And so Bernice left a goodbye-note on the kitchen table of her foster parents 


daytime and working after school to earn the things I wanted.” Thus she 
her way through three years of college. “By then, I was tired of wanting 


in the 
made 
things 


and not having them,” she says. “I began working in booths in other peoples’ 


beauty parlors and I developed a good list of regular customers. Then | 


rented 


a place for $75 a week and worked like a dog to decorate it properly and paid 
for it in two years. The customers liked my work. They kept coming and sending 


others to me. I decided to buy a place of my own.” 


Using her equipment and good trade as security, Bernice borrowed maney for 


a building and hired operators to work for ‘her. 


“On my evenings and days off,” Bernice says, “1 worked at home to shale the 


place livable, converting the upper two floors into apartments.” 





ll 











Bernice has Gerard literally eating right 


it of her hand as the two prepare a snack 
he kitchen of their Baltimore home. 
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At wedding ceremony in Paris, Bernice carries a bouquet of lilacs. Both civil and chutch 
rites were required by French law. After mayor performed civil ceremony, he was denied 
permission to kiss the bride by Gerard, who said they were not yet legally wed. 


Bernice hated Gerard at first, so, what else 


was there to do except marry him? Especially 
after her hate turned to curiosity, then love 


By 1953, Bernice felt she had earned 
herself a trip to Europe. She planned 
to go with a group of beauticians mak- 
ing an annual tour, but when she learned 
they would be going at Easter time—her 
busy season—she decided to wait and go 
the following summer, during her slack 
work period. 

With the help of a former Morgan 
College professor then living in London, 
she quickly made friends in Europe, 
venturing from England into France, 
Germany and Switzerland. By the time 
that she made her third trip abroad in 
1957, Bernice was well-known in Paris, 
numbering among her friends many 
American musicians, including famed 
pianist Hazel Scott, had traveled to Italy 
and Spain, had a pretty fair command 
of the French language and knew a little 
Italian. 

It was in the summer of 1957 that 
Bernice met Gerard Pochonet. “I 
couldn’t stand Gerard when I first met 
him in the Mars Club (a meeting place 
for Americans in Paris and jazz musi- 


cians) ,” Bernice admits now. “I thought 
he was a phony, a four-flusher, sloppily 
dressed and dopey like a 125th Street 
New York City musician. I avoided him, 
refused him dates and insulted him when 
he spoke to me.” 

But the more Bernice spurned her 
new suitor, the more persistent he be- 
came. And, it was difficult to avoid him. 
Says Bernice: “Gerard hung out in the 
Mars Club after he had completed his 
work in the other clubs or when he 
wasn’t traveling with his band all over 
Europe or North Africa. I saw him 
around plenty. He traveled in the same 
gang that I liked. He irked me and | 
had little to say to him. I thought he 
bragged too much. He was always tell- 
ing about his family connections. His 
brother-in-law owned a cinema; his 
mother was married to a wealthy oil 
company president; his grandmother 
lived away from the crowded city in the 
suburbs; he, himself, was a college man 
with an engineering education; his 
father was well-known by the govern 
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Hosting a hometown reception in Baltimore 
club following their wedding in France, the 
Pochonets join in slicing four-tiered cake. 
ment officials. Oh, how he bored me!” 

When Bernice fell ill of influenza that 
summer, Gerard telephoned several times 


daily, begging to be allowed to visit her. 
She refused. He sent fruit and flowers. 
Still she refused. Finally, Gerard came 
frightening Bernice with his 


anyway, 
declarations of love. 

“When I was well,” 
finally went to a TV audition with him 
to be polite. The jazz fans swamped 
him with attention and requests for au- 
tographs. My curiosity was aroused.” 

It wasn’t long before Gerard invited 
Bernice to his home to meet his grand- 
mother, who had reared him. “I was 
accepted as another in his chain of many 
“After several 


Bernice says, “I 


Bernice recalls. 
his grandmother 


women,” 
visits to the -country, 
and I developed a warm friendship. We 
chatted often about the family and my 
work in the States.” 

Bernice learned that Gerard’s grand- 
mother had reared the children follow- 
ing the divorce of Gerard’s parents, and 
that while the individual members of the 
family had strong loyalties to each other. 
they steadfastly refused to visit together. 
It was the grandmother who was the 
tower of strength, communicating with 
the various members of the family to 
keep it intact. 

Then Bernice met Gerard’s 
told her that while Gerard had many girl 


sister, who 


hr ey. Se 


Showing color slides to guests, Divito and Sued entertain friends in Baltimore apart- 
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ment building Bernice bought before her marriage. Bernice has beauty salon, which nets 
her $8,000 to $12,000 yearly, in the basement, two upper apartments rented to tenants. 


friends before, he had never spoken of 
marriage to any of them. She also 
warned Bernice that Gerard’s 
might not receive Bernice too warmly. 
Furthermore, Gerard had never before 
taken one of his girl friends to meet his 


mother 


mother. 

Prepared for the worst, Bernice was 
pleasantly surprised at the reception she 
was accorded by Gerard’s mother, a dil- 
ettante interior decorator and socialite, 
who talked at great length with Bernice 
and showed great interest in her busi- 
ness. When Bernice refused for the third 
time chocolates offered her with the ex- 
planation she had not yet eaten dinner, 
Gerard’s mother prepared a meal for her. 

From this initial visit a warm friend- 
ship developed between the two women. 
(As a result, Gerard’s mother later gave 
the wedding reception for the couple and 
allowed them the use of her home in 
Spain for their honeymoon. ) 

Gerard’s father, now retired, was for 
many years commissioner of the national 
Paris. He accepted 
(He provided the 


soccer league in 
Bernice immediately. 
vintage champagne for the wedding re- 
ception and gave a cash gift to the 
couple. ) 

Says Bernice now: “I have been ac- 
cepted into Gerard’s family and been 
made to feel more at home with them 


than by any (Continued on Page 82) 
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A professional drummer, Gerard Pochonet 

was one of France’s leading jazz musicians, 

hopes now to establish himselj in U. S. 
‘ 
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Of Being 


—~ 
Good 
{ drag, that’s what I was, wearing homemade 
clothes and old-fashioned hair styles 
and looking like something the cat 


dragged in. Well, here was 
my chance to shock then all 


HE HUM OF EXCITED VOICES rose and fell about me like waves beating on 

* the shore. Every now and then a peal of laughter rang out. All of the girls in 
gym had but one thought, one topic of conversation—the faculty had decided 

t the kids have a graduation dance. I should have been excited too. I was 
Not only going, but being escorted by Jim Davis, captain of the football 
valedictorian of the class and so handsome it made your breath catch in your 


t instead of being happy, I was miserable. I had only been going with Jim 

x months, and during that time I had tried desperately to keep from him the 

that | wasn’t like other girls when it came to social affairs. Pop had preached 

e for as long as I could remember that “nice” girls don’t drink, don’t smoke 

| don’t dance. He wouldn’t even let me cut my hair. I tried to explain to my 

er how I hated, just hated, being different. “Just because a girl takes a drink, 

10kes, doesn’t mean she is immoral, Mom,” I had pleaded. It was like talking 
brick wall. 

yur father wants to raise you right, Melinda,” she would say. “Some day 








I tried to tell Jim how it had been with me, 
cooped up all the time and never letting 
myself go. But tonight was the night 
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“Tue got enough bottles, tubes and jars 
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to beautify the sphinx 
— but this is the only one that counts’’ 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, — »n-cily. Brightens skin, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Nap- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 








(a 
WADINOLA 
ceed 
| Aba cop, Roe 
FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
ts enriched with fine 
shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 75c to $2 dryness. 25c to $1.25 








Nobody paid me any at. 

tention sitting in the cor. 

ner—not until I went 
into my striptease 


you'll be grateful.” Some day—som 
day when I was too old to have fu 
When the man I wanted would be tw 
feeble to care. I wanted to have fun noy 
—now when everybody else was havin 
fun. I wanted to belong to the crowd. 

The only small victory I had was that 
I had learned to dance during our gym 
class. Several of the girls took pity » 
me when they found out I wasn’t kid. 
ding—that I really didn’t know how— 
and they taught me. It might have been 
sneaking behind my father’s back, but 
it was worth it when I went into Jim’ 
arms at the school dances. And now we 
were going to have a real dance with a 
orchestra instead of the juke box, and 
wear formals. 

I finished dressing and as | tied my 
shoes, Bonnie came over and grabbed 
my arm. “What kind of a dress are you 
going to get, Lindy?” she asked. 

I shrugged. The very thought of it 
made me sick. What kind of dress would 
I get from father? I had very little hopes 
—and I was right. That evening at the 
supper table I waited until Mother had 
served the dessert before I broached the 
subject. I hated myself for the feeble, 
timid voice that asked him if I might go 
to the dance—and have a formal. His 
black shaggy brows drew together in a 
stiff line across his forehead and he 
drummed his fingernails on the table as 
he concentrated. I held my breath a 
I waited for his answer. What would | 
do if he said “No.” Everyone was going; 
everyone. I think I hated him as we three 
sat around the table like statues, wail- 
ing for the “judge” to render his deci- 
sion. Finally he let out a resigned sigh 
and said, “You may go to the dance, 
Melinda. As for the dress, your mother 
will make you one.” 

“Oh no,” I blurted out. Visions of the 
ballroom and the girls in their gaily 
colored formals, with low backs and bare 
shoulders swam before my eyes—and 
me, right in the middle in one of moth- 
er’s homemade dresses. Every dress she 
made for me looked like it had been 
turned out on an assembly line. I des 
perately bought (Continued on page 62) 














THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change your 
whole life. You can enjoy security, independence and 
freedom from money worries . . . there is no recession 
in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a week in good 
times or bad as a Practical Nurse. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. 
In just a few short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation 
and no salesman will call upon you. You can make your 
decision to be a Nurse in the privacy of your own home. 
Send me, without obligation, your FREE sample lesson 
pages, and your FREE folder “Nursing Facts” 


Post Graduate School of Nursing 


ROOM 17199 —131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, 


LL. 




















POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17L99 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 
sample lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 
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ADDRESS 





CITY ZONE ___ STATE 














was a desperate, 


ind we knew what 1 


é ree rel 
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“Yowll never regret it, darling,” | whis- 
pered in his ear. But would he ever really 
forget the wife and kids he left behind? 











made a soft hum in the air. I looked “I’m sorry, Rod,” I whispered, If 
up at Rod, and in his face | saw the “You're right, I guess.” first 
reflection of my own love and misery. He kissed me again. Just one mor , 
But I saw something else too—a strength kiss. I tried to say in that kiss wha ot 
I didn’t have. A strength that would words could never say. It was Rod who W 
enable him to do what was right at any finally broke away, and taking my arms 
cost. It frightened me and I began to he led me to the car. Soon I was alone — 
cry again. “I only know I can’t live on the bus, headed once more for Fer. - 
without you Rod,” I sobbed. dell and home. a 
He gathered me close again and I hid So 
my face in his shoulder. “Darling, dar- SAT THERE in the bus, my eyes s% 
ling, don’t cry.” His voice was tight with full of tears that the whole country. oe 
emotion. “I’d give anything in the world _ side looked like one long green and yel. y 
to have you as my wife, Marcy. But low and blue streak. I told myself I could = 
there isn’t any way. You see that, don’t at least be glad no one else knew. There'd = 
you?” be no shame or scandal to hurt the repu. _ 
I clung to him, shaken by my sobbing, _ tation Rod had built through the years— 7 
as the hopelessness of it filled me. | or to bring pain to Alice and the boys, Ellis 
yearned toward him with every fiber of | But I couldn’t honestly be glad. I was too A 
my body. I wanted to love and be loved. _ miserable. | 
I wanted to find fulfillment with this All of a sudden the unfairness of it as 
: . man I| loved. And it was impossible— seemed to explode into a million pieces ca 
lt wasn’t fe aur f or Rod because he was legally tied to a woman __ inside of me. I sat there looking down at - od 
who was only a husk, who didn’t even my hands, all rough and dry from dish- light 
. know him. A tie only death could dis- water, and I could feel screams forming 
to be tied to a woman solve! in my throat. Why did I have to lose Rod = 
; Rod kept stroking my hair, saying too? Why couldnt I keep this one thing, - ] 
who couldn’t be a wife over and over, “Don’t cry, Marcy. Don’t _ this love of ours? = 
cry.” The bus swung around a corner, and 4 
. Suddenly, born of my despair, a reck- there was Ferndell, just ahead. The 
ey ee She couldg ated less idea leaped into my mind. I stopped screams died in my throat. | reflected a 
P . crying and reached up to put my hands’ wearily that at least I’d had plenty of ee 
h um nothing - and I could on Rod’s shoulders. I said huskily, “Rod, experience at this business of being telli 
I’ve got the answer. We'll go away to- alone. My father had. died when I was ei 
' ; ; sn. gether! We can’t be legally married, but five, and my mother had done sewing 
- him everything, ” we can be married by our love—” to support the two of us. Ever since | Mi 
‘ He grabbed my arms and held me a__ was in the first grade I had rushed home ver 
clu ding love—whether little apart from him. “Marcy, you don’t from school to help with the housework We 
know what you're saying!” His face was so Mother could spend all her time sew- du 
; . strained. “I love you too much to do a__ing. | was sixteen when her arthritis a 
[ was his wife or'nee thing like that to you. And think of the _ finally put her to bed, and I quit school = 
scandal! Not only us—but the boys,even to work as a waitress at the Cupboard. iad 
Alice—” Five years of that, and then Mother died, hin 
He was right of course! and I was really alone. I’d never had i 
I put my hands over my face and the __ time for friends, and I didn’t know how aia 
scalding tears began to flow again. to make them now that I| needed them C 
“What can we do?” I begged. “We so desperately. On 
love each other, we need each other so Then the woman who owned the Cup- sli 
much—” board put it up for sale and I’d used my wid 
Gently he let go of me and turned savings and Mother’s insurance to buy Ma 
away. Hands in his pockets, he began _ it. As soon as it was mine, I couldn’t wait 
pushing a dead leaf around with his toe. to do some remodeling, to make it the to! 
Not looking at me he said, “We're going _ way I thought it should be. Wi 
to do the only thing we can do, Marcy. It was only natural I’d ask Rod Kellog pans 
We’re going to quit seeing each other. to give me an estimate on the work, him sat 
We’re going to pretend we never met. It being such a good carpenter and his eri 
won’t be easy, God knows. But I owe it shop only a block down the street. I'd , 
to Alice and the kids—and you—” known him casually of course, known Ce 
A moan escaped my lips. He looked about his wife’s mental illness. But he én 
at me with tortured eyes. “Marcy, never ate in the Cupboard, and well—it | 
Marcy...” was only a nodding acquaintance. lik 
20 
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If I felt anything at all for Rod that 
first day we discussed the changes | 
wanted made, it was pity, not love. Plus 
maybe an urge to help erase some of the 
tired, hurt lines in his face, to comfort 
someone in trouble. I’d always been a 
push-over for anyone in trouble. What I 
didn’t realize then was that pity is next 
door to love in a girl’s heart. 

So afterwards—after we’d made all the 
arrangements—I said, somehow touched 
by the lost, lonely look in his soft brown 
eyes, “Maybe you ought to start eating 
your lunch here. It'll be handy—and I 
can show you what a good cook | 


” 


oe 
“[’ll just take you up on that, Marcy 
Ellis!” He smiled. 

After that, after the job was done and 
our business was finished, it was natural 
for him to keep coming in for meals, and 
to talk. Thinking back, I remember that 
Rod and I never did go in much for the 
light, kidding talk most young folks in- 
dulge in. I guess we had both been 
sobered by the hard knocks life had dealt 
us. Rod wasn’t the kind who talked of his 
troubles easily, but he seemed able to 
talk to me, maybe because I’d known 
trouble too. I learned bit by bit how 
much he’d loved his wife, what a shock 
her illness had been. I even found myself 
telling him about Mom, how close we’d 
been and how much I missed her. 

Even then, innocent as our friendship 
was, there was a shadow over it—the 
shadow of vicious, small-town gossip. 
We never felt really at ease with each 
other. Most small towns are narrow- 
minded, I guess. Certainly Ferndell was 
no exception. It didn’t matter that Alice 
wasn’t much more to Rod than if she had 
been dead for five years. To them, Rod 
was a married man and should behave 
as such. And I was an unmarried girl. 

Still, it was a quiet, sweet summer. 
Once, when I’d mentioned a certain 
movie I wanted to see, Rod said quickly, 
without thinking, “Let’s go tonight, 
Marcy.” 

I wanted to say yes—oh, how I wanted 
to! But I knew how tongues would wag. 
When I hesitated Rod glanced at me 
curiously and I felt myself wince. Then | 
saw understanding in his eyes and he 
grinned sheepishly. 

“Oops! Guess I forgot about Mrs. 
Grundy,” he said. “You're right, of 
course—darn it!” 

He looked so disappointed, so lonely, 
like I felt, that I wanted to cry. Then a 


sudden idea hit me, and I said impulsive- 
ly, “I know what we could do! I'll take 
the bus to Cartersville, and you pick me 
up at the bus station! We could go to a 
movie there, where no one knows us!” 

Rod looked at me doubtfully, then 
shook his head. “I don’t like it, Marcy. 
I won’t ask you to sneak.” 

“It wouldn’t be sneaking—not really!” 
I protested. “I think it would be fun! 
Unless you don’t really want to—” 

So I talked him into it. And after that 
first time we easily fell into the habit of 
making all our Sundays our own spe- 
cial day, with no one the wiser. And 
somewhere along the way we fell in 
love. Without seeing what was happen- 
ing, with no one, not even ourselves, 
guessing what was going on, we fell in 
love. ... 


B UT NOW we knew. I’d fallen into 

Rod’s arms. and we’d kissed, and 
now we knew. So this was the end for 
Rod and me. 

That was in late July. Business at the 
Cupboard was good, for it was located 
near a park. | threw myself into my 
work with frantic concentration, trying 
to drive the thought and the image of 
Rod from my mind. It didn’t work, but 
I didn’t know what else to do, so I kept 
on trying, working until I fell into my 
bed at night and slept as if I were 
drugged. 

July went by; most of August. I hadn’t 
seen Rod since that Sunday he put me on 
the bus. He never came in even to eat, 
so I knew he was making a special effort 
to avoid me. The thought that he was 
strong enough to avoid me drove me 
wild with pain and frustration. Did he 
really love me? Could he be so strong 
if he really cared, the way I did? Could 
be actually go on this way, never seeing 
me again? Had my tears annoyed him? 

Foolish, useless questions! None of 
them mattered, nothing mattered but the 
stark, bare facts: Rod was married, his 
wife was insane, he couldn’t divorce her. 

Late August brought us a scorching 
heat wave. I still lived in the tiny house 
Mom and I had shared, and it was in- 
bearably hot when I came home at night. 
Added to my other discomforts, this 
meant one sleepless night after another 
for me. 

One night I worked late at the Cup- 
board, washing the woodwork and 
shelves. When I was through I was bone- 
tired, but I couldn’t bring myself to go 


home to the lonely, hot house. I stood 
outside the Cupboard for a few minutes. 
wondering what to do. It was nearly 
eleven. There weren’t many people on the 
streets. I decided to walk through town 
for a half hour to cool off. I wandered 
along with my head down, too wretched 
even to window-shop. A few minutes 
later I passed the movie house and 
bumped into a man just coming out. I. 
looked up to apologize. The man was 
Rod. 

Maybe, if I hadn’t been so tired and 
miserable I could have hung onto some 
shred of self-control. But as it was I 
looked at him for a minute, hardly be- 
lieving my eyes, and then I began to cry. 
shamelessly, right there in front of the 
theater. 

“Marcy!” Rod’s voice was low and 
choked. “Marcy, please!” Then, without 
another word he took my arm and hur- 
ried me around the corner into the park- 
ing lot. In a moment I was in the car 
beside him and we were heading out of 
town along the highway. The air blowing 
in the open window was cool on my 
burning face. A few miles out of town 
Rod left the highway and drove over 
bumpy ruts to a cliff overlooking the 
swift, vicious river. There he stopped 
and switched off the motor. Then he 
turned and drew me fiercely into his 
arms. He pressed his face against mine. 

“Marcy! Oh, Marcy—!” His lips 
found mine, and time and the world dis- 
appeared ... 

Later, when we could talk, I said 
wildly, “Rod, there must be a way for us 
to be together. There just has to be!” 

“Don’t, darling!” His words were a 
groan. “I’ve thought and thought, but 
the whole thing is impossible.” 

A surge of relief poured through me. 
He’d been thinking of a way for us to be 
together! So he did want me! All of 
the days apart had just been a struggle 
for him, as heart-rending as it had been 
for me. But he loved me; he couldn’t 
help it any more than I could help loving 
him. Nobody had a right to keep us 
apart—nobody .. . 

That was when the plan sprang into 
my mind, full-blown, as if it had been 
there all along, as if I’d thought out each 
detail. For a moment | just sat there, 
stunned by it. Then I said softly, “Rod, 
there is a way, if we want each other 
enough to take it. A way that won’t hurt 
anyone—” 

He started to (Continued on Page 58 | 
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Once I had been fool enough to 
give myself toa man,and I had 
suffered the consequences. But I would 
never be a fool again, for any one. 
Suill— 


WRAPPED MY ARMS AROUND my swollen abdomen and gritted my teeth 
as Dad’s old car jolted over the rough streets. Each new pain that wracked 
body made me more bitter. [ hated everyone. Especially Mike, who was the cause 
ny pains, and my hatred burned at white heat when | thought of him running out 
me to the safe security of his uncles. [| hated this miserable little town and all its 
ople who had stared and whispered as I grew larger in pregnancy without a 
dding ring on my hand. 
was even irritated at my kind father who asked. “Is the jolting hurting 
Ellen?” 
Of course, it was hurting me, but I would bear it, and I wasn’t asking for 
ypathy. But | vowed through gritted teeth, that no one would ever hurt me 
zin. | had learned my lesson well. 
Can’t you hurry?” | gasped between pains. 
lad looked at me with an anxious frown between his eyes, and | wished | had started 
ier. The doctor had said to call him when my pains were twenty minutes apart. 
it | had sat stubbornly in my room all day, behind locked doors. bearing the pains in 
ce until they were coming at ten minute intervals. The nine blocks to the hospital 
ied like miles and I began to be afraid the baby might come before we got to the 
pital. Dad had to help me out of the car when ‘Continued on Page 53) 








Alone and hurt, | wondered: Was I wrong to 
deny my son a father? Did Mike deserve one 
more chance? Should | stand on my pride? 
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Why should I spend the rest of 
my life paying for one little 
mistake? Why should it rob me 


of my most important chance at 


KNOW NOW that what happens to 

you isn’t nearly as important as 
how you take it. Even what looks like 
disaster can hold hidden blessings if you 
look for them. 

But I didn’t know that when I was six- 
teen. In fact, when the reform school 
gates closed behind me all I could think 
was that this couldn’t be real. It couldn’t 
be happening. You didn’t get sent to re- 
form school when you hadn’t even known 
you were doing wrong! Just because you 
didn’t have a proper family to look after 
you. 

What I did that got me sent to reform 
school was to drive the get-away car in a 
service station hold-up. But | hadn’t 
known what I was doing! I’d dated this 
boy in school a few times. He was new 
in school, a little older than most of the 
boys in my class, and he had a beautiful 
convertible and plenty of money. He 
could have had his pick of girls, so nat- 
urally I was flattered and thrilled when 


happiness? 


Dangrous Soon 


he asked me to be his girl. | was even 
more thrilled when he taught me how to 
drive his car. 

We were out for a ride one evening 
when he pulled up at a service station on 
the highway and got out, leaving the 
motor running. “I’m going to get a 
package of cigarettes,” he said. “Slide 
under the wheel, Belinda, and when | get 
in see how fast you can take off. Fast— 
get it?” 

“Sure,” I said. I thought it was just 
part of his teaching me to drive! So 
when he came running and jumped in I 
gunned the motor and took off like crazy. 

It wasn’t until the cops picked us up, 
when we were parked in Lover’s Lane, 
that I found out he’d held up the service 
station and slugged the attendant, who 
later died. 

The judge believed my story, and be- 
sides I’d never been in trouble before. | 
guess I would have been paroled to my 


family—if I’d had a family. But Mom 


died when | was little, and Pop was a 
poor excuse of a father, drunk half the 
time, paying little attention to me. 

So the judge sentenced me to two 
years in reform school, until I’d be 
eighteen. For my own good, he said! Be- 
cause I needed adequate supervision. 

At first—even after I was in reform 
school—all I could feel was blank disbe- 
lief. Things like this just didn’t happen 
to a girl who'd never meant to do wrong! 

But it didn’t take me long to find out 
that to the law I was no different than 
the girls who were there because they 
deserved it. I had to obey the same rules, 
was punished just as fast if I broke them, 
was pushed around as much as anybody. 
My disbelief quickly turned to self-pity 
and resentment. It wasn’t fair for me to 
be here, because I had been tricked, be- 
cause I’d lost my Mom! These other 
girls—hard, sneaky, cold—I wasn’t like 
them. I didn’t belong with them! I felt 
I'd been treated with terrible unfairness. 
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The only thing that made those two 
ears bearable was dreaming of the day 
when I'd be free. Believe me, | was go- 
I studied 
shorthand and typing in the school, and 
All I 


wanted was to get out and get a job and 


ng to keep out of trouble! 
worked in the office part time. 


nut all this behind me. 

When my time was up they found me a 
ob as typist in a lawyer’s office in town, 
save me ten dollars and helped me find 
i decent room. But [ didn’t stay there 
nore than a few weeks. Just long enough 

to get a little money ahead. I wanted to 
vet as far from that town as possible. I 
wanted to forget the past two years, and 
| couldn’t while | lived and worked so 
near the school. 

So as soon as | dared, | quit my job 
ind took a bus to Los Angeles. I'd never 
been there, but a lot of the girls in reform 
school talked about it, how easy it was 
to get along there, and a lot of them 
jlanned to go there when they got out. 
Some of them wanted to get into what 
they called “easy money” jobs. All I 
wanted was to get me a job as typist and 
i nice little apartment, and make friends 

| was going to stay clear of the girls 


to lie about my past two years. 

But finally, after my first day with no 
food at all, | did lie. | made up a name 
—Betty Johnson—and I| made up a fam- 
ily, and I wrote myself some fine refer- 
ences. Sure enough, the first place | ap- 
plied, [ was hired. | became a typist in 
an auto parts supply house. 

So | began a new life. I got along fine 
in my job, and gradually | made friends. 
I even had a few dates. 
really happy. because | didn’t dare tell 
I was 


But I wasn’t 


anyone the truth about myself. 
still bitter, my life was built on lies. and 
all through no fault of my own! 

Gradually, as time went by. | began to 
forget a little of the hurt. My new friends 
accepted me for what they thought | was, 
and | began to feel that | really had lived 
down my past. The bitterness was still 
there, but it was hidden under my new 
life. 


WO YEARS WENT BY that way— 
and then I met Jerry Speers. He was 
a garage mechanic in a place that spe- 
cialized in repairing foreign cars, and he 


came in to pick up some parts for his 


boss. He was fresh out of the army, and 


It had all happened so long ago, when 


I didnt really know what Twas doing. 


Couldnt people forgive and forget? 





ind keep out of trouble and have a won- 
lerful time! 

Only it didn’t work that way. | 
hought. when I left reform school, that 
could leave that part of my life behind. 
What a laugh that was! As soon as a 
rospective employer found out where 
ld spent the last two years he lost in- 
terest in a hurry. One man did hire me 
But by the end of the second 
lay | knew it wasn't my typing he was 
nterested in. He thought I’d be an easy 
nark, because of my past. So | didn’t 


invyway. 


ro back there. 

In two weeks, even with being careful, 
\'d used up all my money and still didn’t 
have a job. That was when the real bit- 
erness began. I'd been resentful at being 
sent to the reform school when I felt I 
iadn’t deserved it. But that was over and 
lone. | wanted to forget it. All I asked 
vas a chance. I'd paid my debt—hadn’t 
|? Why should I still be punished? | 
wanted to play it straight. | didn’t want 


as rootless and lost as | had been. May- 
be that was what drew us together, just 
at first. But by the time we'd had a few 
dates | knew this was going to be more 
than a light romance. [ knew I was fall- 
ing in love with Jerry. | knew, too, that 
he was going to propose to me. 

That was when | got scared. [t was 
one thing to get and hold a job under 
false pretenses. But to get married that 
way—with a dangerous secret in my 
past—that was something else again. 
Twice in those two vears | had run into 
girls I had known at the reform school. 
One of them I had managed to avoid, 
the other [ had got away from without 
getting involved. Several of the girls I’d 
known there planned to go to Los An- 
geles when they were free. That meant 
that any day I might run into someone 
who had known me there, who would 
knock my lies into a heap. And Jerry 
wasn't the kind who would take that. 

Bitterness boiled up in me again. Was 


| never to be done paying for that one 
misstep? Was I to be haunted all my 
life. robbed of happiness—by that up. 
intentional crime? 

One night Jerry and | were parked ip 
our favorite spot, a place high up in the 
hills where we had a wonderful view of 
the city lights. | sat with my head on his 
shoulder, his arm around me, feeling the 
tension building up. Knowing, the way, 
girl always knows, that this would be the 
night... 

After a while he turned and started to 
take me in his arms. “Darling,” he whis. 
pered, “I’ve got something to tell you, 
-omething important—” 

| took a deep breath and put out my 
hands to hold him away. “Jerry.” [ said, 
“Pve got something to tell you first.” 
Misery and bitterness were a sicknes 
within me, but [ knew I had to go on, 
had to tell him to protect myself. After 
that—well, | didn’t dare think beyond 
that. If it cost me Jerry’s love. I felt 
! couldn’t stand it. 

Somehow I got it all out. When it was 
done | held my breath, waiting for his 
words of scorn—or forgiveness. 

When I stopped he sat silent for a min- 
ute. Then he said softly, “Is that all, 
Betty?” 

“Isn’t it enough?” [ asked bitterly. 

“Enough for what?” he said. “Not 
enough to change my mind about you. 
Not enough to make me stop loving you! 
Only enough to show me you re even 
more wonderful than | thought—going 
through all that, and yet being so sweet 
and honest and good.” 

His arms did go around me then, pull- 
ing me hard into the magic circle of his 
love. For one long, breathless moment 
[ just sat there, hardly able to take it in, 
afraid to believe what I’d heard. Then 
with a rush of tears I threw my arms 
around his neck and pulled his face down 
to mine. “Jerry, Jerry, you know—and 
you still love me? Oh, darling—!” 

\nd so we were married. 


T’S HARD FOR ME to find words to 
tell you what it meant to me to have 
Jerry know all about me, yet love me 
just the same. Even enough to marty 
me! Ever since I was a little girl il 
seemed like I’d suffered nothing but i 
justice. But at last my bad luck seemed 
ended. Oh, the bitterness over the past 
was still there. But it had lost some of 
its sting. Because Jerry loved me. Jerry 
married me. He didn’t think I was bad. 
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It was heart-breaking, that last day: with 
Karen, knowing it was the end, yet I 
couldn’t vhat was happening. 


at 
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The way it’s followed me—” 


He gave me a quick kiss. “Forget it. 
It's past now. Really past. It can’t ever 
bother you again, unless you let it.” 

| gave a trembling sigh of relief. 
“You're right,” I said. “I’m never going 
to think about it again.” I felt so safe! 

The next two years were the happiest 
of my life. We bought a little two-bed- 
room home in the valley. One bedroom 
for Jerry and me, one for the babies we 
hoped would soon come along to com- 
plete our happiness. It was in a new 
tract, and we worked hard getting the 
lawn in shape, building the cement block 
fence, planting shrubs and trees. We 
bought furniture, and I made drapes and 
slip covers. It was sheer delight, every 
minute of it. 
ready was the most fun of all. 


But getting the nursery 


But in spite of our hopes and prayers, 
| didn’t become pregnant. At last Jerry 
and | went to the doctor to see why. That 
was when | found that my run of bad 
luck hadn't ended: the doctor told me 
| was completely sterile. 

Still, we took even that in stride. Of 
course it was a blow, when we'd both 
dreamed of our own children. But as 
Jerry pointed out, there was no reason 
why we couldn't adopt our babies. ““No- 
body has everything,” he said gently. 
“With evervthing we have, our home, 
each other. why shouldn’t we share it 
with some poor little child who other- 
wise might never have a home?” 

So | swallowed my disappointment, 
and Jerry and [| went to put in our appli- 
cation for a baby to adopt. 

That was the day my world caved in. 
Because after asking us a few questions, 
to which we gave honest answers while 
Jerry held my hand tightly, the case 
worker told us—looking very smug and 
superior—that a woman with my record 
was not considered suitable as an adop- 
tive parent! 

If I'd known bitterness before, it was 
as nothing compared to the icy, hard 
core of fury that filled me then. So here 
it was again, come to haunt me—to rob 
me—to ruin our lives! Jerry’s as well 
as mine, now. No children—ever. None 
of it my fault. All because without 


knowing it I’d driven a car for a boy 
who stole! Forget it, Jerry had said. /t’s 
past now. Really past. It can't bother 
you ever again, unless you let it. Not 
much, it couldn’t! It could just rob me 
of the right to motherhood, was all! It 
could deny Jerry and me parenthood! 

That night I lay in Jerry’s arms and 
wept brokenly. But there was no healing 
in my tears, no comfort. For they were 
only an outward sign of the bitterness 
flaming again in my heart. Jerry held 
me close and said soothing words. But 
even he couldn’t help me now, because | 
knew he must be as hurt as I was. 

“Jerry, darling,” I sobbed, “I’m so 
sorry, so ashamed!” 

He kissed me quickly—too quickly. 
“Don’t be. It isn’t your fault, honey.” 

That was the whole trouble. What had 
happened wasn’t my fault, yet | couldn’t 
get away from the consequences. 

“What will we do, Jerry?” 

“Do?” He sounded surprised. “Why 
—we’ll just go on loving each other, and 


taking care of our place, and—” 
“IT mean about a family! What will 


we do about that?” 
“I guess there isn’t much we can do 












about that, honey,” he said slowly. “But 
don’t take it so big. Lots of couples with- 
out kids are happy. And there are com- 
pensations—we ll have more time for 
each other, and we can take trips to- 
gether—” 

It won't make up for no babies, I 
thought miserably. Not for us, who want 
them so much! 

Still, it looked like Jerry was right— 
what could we do about it? Month fol- 
lowed month, and my bitterness grew un- 
til it took most of my waking thoughts. 
I got so I could hardly bear seeing other 
with their children tagging 
along as they shopped or did their laun- 
dry at the Automat. I hurried past shop 
windows displaying cute little togs with 
my face turned the other way. Even my 
joy in home-making—yes, and in Jerry’s 
love making—seemed lost. Nothing had 


mothers 


any meaning. 


OFTEN WONDER how it would have 
ended if I hadn’t run into Jenny Brew- 
ster on the street one day, when I was on 
my way to a movie to kill a lonely after- 
noon. She was a girl I had known at 
the reform (Continued on Page 64) 
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So they all thought I was going to 
grow into an old maid, did they? Well, 
I'd show them. And I wouldn’t settle for 


some dull, average man, either. ['d grab 


the best catch in the office, one way or the 


other. Then I'd like to see the looks on 


their faces 


WAS AT THE MIRROR in the em- 

ployees’ lounge searching my face for 
wrinkles and crow’s feet when they burst 
in, laughing and chattering like a flock 
of excited blue jays. Oh, how I hated 
them—every smooth-faced, slim-figured 
one of them! They were just a bunch of 
silly girls, too scatter-brained to hold a 
decent conversation. Right then, they 
were running off at the mouth about 
clothes, makeup, the movies—and men. 

Men! I snapped my compact shut 
viciously and turned to go. They saw me 
then and abruptly stopped talking. It was 
as if someone had switched off the sound 
on a TV set. We faced each other for a 
long, awkward moment. “Oh, it’s Miss 
Owens!” one of the girls squealed. 

There was a sudden flurry of activity 
as the girls gathered up lipstick and 
powder puffs. 

I drew myself up. “You girls get back 
to your typewriters!” I ordered. “You've 
already had your coffee break this morn- 
ing.” 

“But we just want to freshen up our 
makeup,” wailed another of them. “Mr. 
Bolton is in the office.” 

Jackie Wells, a girl I didn’t particular- 
ly care for, stepped forward, a smile on 
her face. “Sure, and you know what a 


dream boat he is. Why, Ill bet you came 
in here to pretty up for him yourself, 
Miss Owens!” she said. 

I opened my mouth to utter a blunt 
denial, then heard one of the girls 
snicker. | clamped my mouth shut and 
hurried out of there. Even if I hadn’t 
heard one of them mutter, “On her, it’s 
a waste of time!” I’d have known they 
were laughing at me. They didn’t dare 
do it openly because I was their superior 
but I was well aware of the cracks they 
made about me behind my back. 

“Dried-up old maid” . . . “Mattie the 
man-hater . . .” and lots of other un- 
complimentary things. Well, they were 
right, weren’t they? I thought bitterly, 
as | made my way back to my desk. I 
was an “old maid” compared to most of 
the other women who worked in the 
office. even though I was only a few 
years older than they. And I had slipped 
into the washroom to check my appear- 
ance because Joe Bolton was in the office 
that day. 

But the girls were wrong about me 
being a “man-hater”—I was just man- 
less. I needed a man—wanted a man— 
desperately. At most times when I 
thought about my lonely life, I felt that 
any man would do. But in my heart | 
knew there (Continued on Page 74) 
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| I was a white girl in a white world— 
until that awful day I sat staring at a 
sea of relatives, as black as I was white 


peers no one cares about my own personal story, but because 
- there may be others like me, I’m going to write it. Maybe some- 
one will at least read it and understand the hell I’ve lived through 
before I came to accept the path God meant for me to take—and too, 
this will be like publicly apologizing to God for damning His ways, 
for cursing His power of birth, for doubting His reason to subject 
a young girl to the misery, the confusion, the heartache I have 
known. 

Until this past February 7th, a Friday, the world was just a won- 
derful normal place for a girl of eighteen in love to be a part of. — 

I changed buses twice to get over to Dover Place, then I had to 
walk three more blocks to find the address Mrs. Barnes, the director 


| DIDN’T KNOW 
| WAS A NEGRO 


of my boarding school, had given me. The oddest feeling came over 
me while I hurried up the path to the huge old stucco house of 4817 
Dover Place, an ominous kind of feeling that I should turn back now 
before it was too late—mixed with an overwhelming urgency and 
curiosity to see beyond the heavy oak door. 

Vague, fuzzy memories crowded into my mind as if I had been 
here before, either long, long ago or in a dream. It was dark now, 
yet I knew exactly what the brass door knocker looked like before 
I reached it; I could see a little girl who had just come from a long, 
lonely bus ride stare up at the brass lion’s head that looked like pure 
gold as the rays from the setting sun hit it that other time. 

A neat, middle-aged colored woman opened the door to me. 

“Is this Mrs. Jefferson’s house? Lenora Jefferson? I’m her niece 
Rose—from The Elms Boarding School,” I said, expecting her to 
invite me in. But she just stood there and looked at me so hard I 

felt uncomfortable. 

; “T didn’t know I had an aunt until this afternoon,” I went on, 
groping for words. “Are you the housekeeper? Mrs. Barnes said it 
was all right for me to come over—to see if my aunt had made any 
plans for me before she died—” 

“Hey Mom, shut the door. It’s making a draft!” someone called 
out from inside, and for a moment | thought the woman intended 
closing the door in my face. A man came up behind her then and 
the dim light from the hall made his face so dark I couldn’t tell if he 
was young or old. 
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{ll my life I had been alone, without love 


last, did I have to give it up? 











31 

















“‘What’s the matter, Mom? Who’s she 
looking for?” 

“This is Rose. You 
know. the girl your Aunt Lottie sent to 


vour cousin 


school.” 

The name Aunt Lottie had a faintly 
familiar note, but I smiled and started 
to apologize for making a mistake—this 
man and woman were colored. and his 
\unt Lottie couldn’t possibly be mine. 
| looked at the address in my hand, a 
hand that was as white as this paper, as 
white as everyone I lived with at The 
Elms. “Is there an east and west Dover 
Place?” 

“You have the right place, Rose. 
Come in—” the woman said and held 
the door wider. 

| glanced up again at the brass 
knocker. and a chill crept all through 
me. trying to remember the night when 
| was five years old and a woman, an 
\unt Lottie, had brought me here from 
the bus station to stay one night before 
he took me in a cab to the big school 
in the country. 1 couldn’t remember 
what the woman had looked like—but 
urely she was white! 

| don’t 
ninutes, but there I was inside a room 
of colored folks all sitting, staring and 
looking as uncomfortable as I felt. Then 
“Sit down, 


remember those next few 


everyone talked at once. 


I had just heard—that these people be- 
longed to me—they were my kin—/ was 
one of them. They were all as dark as 
coffee beans! 

I had taken it for granted all these 
years | was an orphan because Mrs. 
Barnes told me | was as far back as | 
could remember anything. And she be- 
lieved it too, | know she did—until she 
received the letter from the bank and 
called me into her office this afternoon 
to show it to me. The bank man wrote 
that my “benefactress” an aunt, Mrs. 
Lenora Jefferson of this Dover Place 
address, had died a week ago and left no 
further provision for my school tuition 
so The Elms shouldn’t expect any more 
checks. 

Mrs. Barnes went on about how odd 
some people were, keeping themselves 
hidden from their relatives. But it didn’t 
matter about the money. | was gradu- 
ating in four months and getting mar- 
ried. They had a fund for the cap and 
gown rental, but | was so excited | prac- 
tically grabbed the letter out of her hand. 

“Gosh, Mrs. Barnes, if I had an aunt 
maybe I’ve got an uncle or cousins or 
grandparents. | want to go out there and 
see—right now! Bob can drive in to 
pick me up. If I’ve got any relatives | 
want him to meet them. He'll be as 
thrilled as | am—.” | was at the office 


If the secret had been kept this long, TAS 


should I suddenly tell everyone the truth? 


Why couldn't I live a lie? 


Rose.” the woman who had answered 
the door said, “I’m your Aunt Ellie— 
Lenora’s sister. This here’s my boy, Joe. 
Your Uncle Ben, your cousin Clara and 

husband-to-be Hank—and Hank’s 
brother Wilbur—Dr. Wilbur Davis, he’s 

interne over at Mercy City Hos- 


Wilbur Davis stood up and held his 


nd out to me. 

Glad to know you, Rose,” he said 

t | ignored him. | couldn’t bear to 

ik at any of them. | sat down on the 
iearest thing, the piano bench, and tried 
believe the crazy, impossible things 








door by the time it was all said and Mrs. 
Barnes just laughed. 

“All right, Rose, go on. I don’t blame 
you. I'll call Bob.” Then she added: 
“But don’t be too disappointed. I’m 
sure she was just an eccentric old spin- 
ster with a feeling of duty—maybe a 
promise she made your parents.” 

Despite what Mrs. Barnes said, all the 
ride out here I’d visualized inviting a 
bunch of Jeffersons to my graduation 
and then to Bob’s and my wedding—of 
having an _ honest-to-goodness relative 
“stand up” for me—but | didn’t want 
any part of this roomful of liars! 











I didn’t rave, scream or faint. I jy 
sat there on that hard piano bench ag 
listened to these strangers talk about m 
—listened and watched as if they wer 
characters in a play. 

The young girl, Clara, talked 
reverently, yet as casually as if it 
an everyday situation, about the wonde 
ful woman who had insisted / have m 
chance in the world; the wonderful Ay 
Lottie who had denied herself a g 
many things to keep me in The Elm 
this angel who had talked my mo 
and father into alienating me from n 
family, my four little brothers and si 
ters somewhere in Arkansas when | 
still practically a baby because she fe 
it was God’s will I could “pass”: th 
He meant for me to belong in the whi 
man’s world. 

Then the man Hank said they 
agreed—the white world was Th 
Chosen World—if God didn’t inter 


me to live in it He wouldn’t have mag 




























































my skin white. 

“Your grandfather was a white m 
Rose.” The older woman pulled a chair 
up beside me and if I’d been able 
make my legs move | would have gotte 
up and run from the room. “He 
from a prominent New Orleans family. 
Your grandmother was a chore girl in 
the house. He went off on an enginee 
ing project out of the country and left 
her with child—your mother. Somehow 
Grandma got down to Arkansas to her 














































folks. She married a good man and had a 
five more kids: me and Lottie and your fe 
three uncles up in Chicago—” 

My hands were so hot and sweaty the | 
letter | still held was a soggy ball. When ¥ 
| looked for somewhere to put it my eyes - 
met Wilbur’s across the room and some- - 
thing about the way he looked at me “ 
gave me the feeling he was sorry for me El 
as if he wished I didn’t have to know all 
the truth— va 

“. . . We all promised your Aunt de 
Lottie we’d never contact you. On her th 
deathbed she made us promise to see 
you had a nice graduation dress. If I'd is 


known in time the man at the bank was sh 
going to send that letter to the school, | 


wouldn’t have let him. We'd have man- e 
aged to keep up the checks until you ril 
graduated and got yourself a job—” - 

“Guess Aunt Lottie thought you'd get Be 
married to some rich white boy long be- . 
fore she died,” the young girl spoke up D 


from where she sat on the arm of her 
boyfriend’s chair. “I told Mama it 
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seems such a shame she didn’t live to 
see that, considering how she sacri- 
ficed—” 

Just then the chimes rang from the 
porcelain clock on the mantle. It was 
8:30 and Bob was coming for me any 
minute. He’d walk in this house and 
hear these people say the girl he was 
Aunt 
Ellie was saying something about they 
all moved in when Lottie got sick. They 
had to sell the place soon to pay off her 
debts, then I had my first reaction to 
this nightmare. 

“Shut up! Shut up all of you! It’s 
just a bunch of lies!” I jumped up and 


going to marry was a Negro. 


shouted to the sea of open mouths and 
surprised glaring eyes. “I don’t believe 
a word of it! This is some sort of hor- 
rible trick you’re playing on me! I’m a 
white girl—my name is Rose Jefferson 
—my mother and father are dead—I 


have no living kin—no one—no one! 
Do you hear me?” and then I was out 
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the door and running down the path to 
the street. Someone called my name and 
[ thought it was the man Wilbur but I 
didn’t stop or look back. 


DON’T REMEMBER going into the 

drugstore phone booth or dialing the 
Mt. Ryan number, or what I said, but 
suddenly dear, sweet, wonderful Bob’s 
voice was anxiously asking me, “What’s 
the matter, Rose? You okay, honey? 
You sound funny—” 

“I’m—just out of breath from run- 
ning. I wanted to catch you before you 
left.” I managed to keep my voice 
steady while I lied. I told him not to 
bother coming in for me, that I had met 
some girls from school and we'd go to a 
show and get back on the bus and I’d 
see him tomorrow. I loved Bob Harris 
so much that every time he said good- 
night to me I practically counted the 
hours until I’d see him again, but now 
he was the last person on earth I wanted 


to see. [ was so nervous and upset and 
plain scared, I knew that the minute he 
put his arms around me I’d have cried 
out the whole thing—and I didn’t dare 
do that. 

The moment I ran out of that house 
on Dover Place, fuzzy, vague memories 
had begun to take shape. I’d read once 
that a whole lifetime can flash across a 
dying man’s mind in a matter of min- 
utes, and it was like that with me now— 

I sat huddled against the window on 
the bus and stared out at the black night 
polka-dotted with lights in apartment 
house windows, and with an abruptness 
that was almost uncanny | remembered 
the time I was a very little girl alone on 
a bus, all dressed up for a trip, but 
afraid of strangers. Then one by one 
other things screamed into my head—-so 
fast they all got mixed up with one an- 
other. 

As if it were right outside the bus 
window I saw (Continued on Page 78) 
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| had my own way of getting back at 
that iceberg of a biology teacher. ['d 


nelt him down ina hurry, and make 
him sorry he ever heard of me 


\V¥7E HAD ALL just received our mid-semester report cards, and had 
W stopped at the corner soda shop to celebrate. I hadn’t even looked at 
e yet. because | always made good grades, and didn’t think that this, the 
st half of the first semester of my senior year, would be any different. 
yway. our little group was sort of sophisticated and casual about these 


jean Carter, who sat at my right at the table, was the leader of the gang, 
nd the brainy one. “Chip” Rollins sat across from me, and we dated oc- 
isionally although none of us went steady. We thought it was a drag 
| tied you down. The five of us—Bill and Evelyn Reynolds completed 
zroup—had been close friends since our freshman year, and we always 
k together. 
Marcie.” Jean said to me, “why don’t you unveil those A’s and B’s 
he rest of us lame brains can relax?” 
laughed. “When I get grades like yours, Jean, then I will relax!” 
swered, sliding my report card out of its envelope. 
Looking quickly down the rows of A’s, A—’s and B’s in my English, 
nch. math and other classes, 1 almost (Continued on Page 69) 





x 
¢ 
e 
£ 
& 
§ 





TENE Tate PIR EE ae OR OSE 


> ee td 


Peo) Pee ee ee oe re 


Suddenly I turned to Steven, 
and briefly he held me in his 
arms. He was falling beautiful. 
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Diego, 18-year-old Janet Gallo- A pair of beauty queens flank TV star Steve Allen before appearance on his NBC show. 


San Diego State College student, At left is Terese Washington, voted Miss Page One by New York newspapermen. Nancy 
r state entry to Miss Universe. Streets (r.), a 19-year-old South Bend beauty, was named Miss Indiana University. 


New Day 


Beating out Europe’s best, 
New York secretary Cecelia 
Cooper (c.) won Interna- 
tional Queen title at 1959 
Cannes Film festival, is 
flanked by pretty losers. 





¥ 
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Voted Miss Sacramento, Patricia Ann Williams (1.) reads con- 
gratulatory telegrams at home with contest runner-up, Lee Anne 
Watkins. Patricia won the title over nine white contestants. 


for Negro Beautie 


URSTING FORTH like the flowers 

in spring, six Negro girls captured 
beauty titles this year in interracial com- 
petition. In Paris and in San Diego, in 
New York and in Bloomington, Ind., in 
Sacramento and in Chicago, colored 
girls of varying hues proved their 
charms before judges. 

The fact that there exists in this world 
beautiful Negro women is not news, but 
until now their competition in major 
events had been somewhat limited and 
mostly unsuccessful. 

For Negro beauties, this year marked 
the dawn of a new era of hope and possi- 
bility. No longer were the limits of 
competition narrowly confined to small, 
sometimes shady contests where the 
winner often found half her announced 
prizes non-existent, or where contest 
entry had plenty of strings attached. 
Now they could don their bathing suits 


with a hopeful eye on the most coveted 
title of them all, Miss America. 


a 


Losers in Miss Sacramento contest surround winner Patricia 
Ann Williams for photo. After Patricia Ann heard about con- 
test, she tried on a swimsuit before a mirror before entering. 


Reigning over Sacramento’s Armed Forces Day celebration, Patricia Ann chats with 
(l. to r.): Maj. Gen. Earle M. Jones, California’s adjutant general; Karen Bieleseld, 


Viss Armed Forces, and City’s Mayor Clarence Azevedo. 


Patricia is 18 years old. 
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Every woman is born with a certain amount of 


sex appeal. The big question is: How and when 


should she use it and still keep her dignity? 


tT PROBLEM of just how a girl should handle the charms that nature gave 
her has plagued woman for as long as woman has plagued man. 

The Puritans felt that it was simply enough for females to go about with their 
bare, unpainted faces exposed, and any further display of feminine flesh. such 
as a bare forearm, was considered sinful. Later, the moral code permitted such 
shocking exhibits as necks and—as women grew more daring—ankles. Gradually. 
of course, necklines inched downward and hemlines crept upward and for one 
mad moment it was feared that perhaps the twain would meet. This did not 
come to pass, however, and so, having exhausted the legal limits of nudity. 
women’s fashions ground to a halt somewhere during the arrival of the bikini 
swimsuit. 

A woman’s sexiness, however, is not confined to the amount of clothes she 
wears, or more properly, the amount she doesn’t wear. She may walk a certain 
way, or talk a certain way, or laugh a certain way, or look at a man a certain 
way, or smell a certain way, and get her message across. 

In modern times, almost no one will deny woman the right to use certain de- 
vices of entrapment to corral the man of her choice, but it is the moderate use of 
these devices that draws the line between decency and vulgarity. And it would 
seem that women themselves do the best job of policing the sex borders. Although 
some girls claim to not care what other women think as long as they satisfy men, 
for the most part women are bound by the opinions of their sisters. 

And, such opinions vary. Said one Chicago office worker of how sexy a nice 
girl should be: “My personal opinion is that a girl should never try to be sexy, 
because her ultimate sexiness depends on the man himself. I think sexiness is in 
a girl’s eyes, her personality or the way she makes a man feel with her conversa- 
tion; not necessarily in her legs. In this vein, a nice girl can be as sexy as she 
pleases.” 

This view is shared by no less an authority than one of the great shimmy 
dancers of the Roaring Twenties, Gilda Gray, who when hired as a “sex con- 
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hint at what they haven't, but the real 
secret is in appealing to a man’ 


senses of sight, smell, touch, 


sultant” for a Hollywood movie advised : 
“The appeal of a soft voice and a clean, 
well-scrubbed look is greater than a dis- 
play of anatomy.” 

To all this a young midwestern secre- 
tary agreed, with a warning: “I think 
sexiness is innate, when a girl tries too 
hard, she fails hard.” 

There are obviously some girls, how- 
ever. who do not believe that women 
should allow any real abundance of 
charms to be wasted. One of them is 
a pretty entertainer who declares: “Like 
good creole gumbo, sex appeal is the 
right combination of a lot of things. 
If a girl has a provocative smile, tosses 
in a switchy walk and one of those in- 
timate ‘come-on-up-to-my-place’ looks, 
she’s got most of the elements that guys 
go for. Of course, she’s got to have an 
attractive body, too. Using her charms 
at the right time and place, is the secret 
of sex appeal. Some of us were born 
with the natural gifts, but nowadays you 
can get it at the drugstore. Wherever 
a girl gets her appeal, what counts is 
what she does with it.” 

The overemphasis on physical at- 
tributes is toned down by most of the 
however. As 
“Men like 


to have something left to their imagina- 


nation’s charm schools, 


one school director sees it: 


tion.” 

Men themselves have expressed a sim- 
ilar view, summed up by one male who 
offered the opinion: “We like women 
who have some modesty, whose ap- 
proach is diplomatic and full of subtle 
feminine wiles. The most alluring gals 
are the ones who say ‘no’ while their 
eyes hold a promise of ‘maybe,’ the al- 
most shy ones who create an expectation 
of sexual excitement with a gesture, a 
look or faint body fragrance.” 

The need to express sexual attrac- 
tiveness is by no means confined to the 
unmarried woman, however. The house- 
wife who thinks she can hold her man 
today just by bearing him children and 
cooking his meals and keeping his house 


Some girls use what they have, othe 


hearing and taste 





















clean is likely to find how wrong she 
in a divorce court. Writes author 
Graham in his book /f You Are 
Woman: “In (the housewife’s) effo 
to accent her sexual charms, she be 
rowed heavily from the dress and 
ner of the courtesan. The frank use 
cosmetics, the tinted hair and all th 
other devices associated with yesterday 
woman of the streets are now emplo 














by women in the home. 
“The result of all this, however, j 
tinged with 







irony. Today’s wom 





through her own actions, has enlarg 
the battleground. The 
temptress is no longer her sole compe 
Now she has to compete 
women in general, women who are @ 
unembarrassed about displaying thei 
wiles as she is. And not only are th 









professio 





tition. 








openly seductive but, what is_ reall 






dangerous, they are positively pred 






tory.” 

Sex appeal, as summed up by Gra 
ham, “is the ability of a woman to please 
a man’s five senses—sight, smell, touch, 


f 







hearing and taste.” ; 

One of the favorite stories told by the 
proponents of the subtle sex theory is” 
of a lavish New York party attended by 
many of the most glamorous girls in 
Despite the profusion of 








television. 
beauty, however, most of the men pres- 
ent showed a marked interest in a girl 
whose physical assets were far less 


abundant than the majority of those 
present. When one of the glamour girls 
finally cornered the charming lass in the 
privacy of the ladies’ room, she raised 
the question of just what it was this 
comparatively plain jane had that was | 
making the men flip. 

“’'m wearing my most frivolous un- 
dies,” the young woman laughed. 

“But that can’t be it.” the glamour 
girl replied. “After all, none of the men 
can see them.” 

“They don’t have to.” was the reply. 
“I know what I’m wearing, and it shows 


THE END | 
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2 VEGETABLES FOR 2 
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= 2 STRONG BODIES 
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Wome Service Director 


T WAS ONCE SAID THAT “the 
world revolves around the mighty po- 
tato.”” and whether this is true or not, 
whoever said it must certainly have been 
a lover of vegetables. Served in their 
natural state, simmered, baked or 
broiled, the category of foods called 
vegetables is loaded with important nu- 
trients that build and maintain body 
growth. And perhaps most wonderful 
of all is the fact that they taste so good! 
The vegetable parade is impressive and 
colorful and includes over fifty kinds 
and types to choose from. The hanky- 
panky eater will have little cause to 
worry, for if he experiments long enough 
he will surely come up with a favorite. 
Put vegetables on your menu tonight. 
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RDEN FRESH and bright in col- 
the vegetables of summer and 
fall are a joy to behold. Many of 
ire still in lavish abundance and 
irkets are filled with cabbage, po- 
squash, eggplant, carrots, toma- 
eppers and a variety of others. 
omemaker. knows the value of 
egetables in the daily diet of her 
Plan to use them in every pos- 
way: for instance, use fresh, raw 
bles for an afternoon snack 
paniment. Their crisp, crunchy 
ess is a delightful texture contrast 
ysty meat sandwich. Slices of cu- 
topped with cheese and served 
ickers are mighty attractive, and 
vould a salad or sandwich be with- 
‘getables. Hot vegetables used to 
any a main dish is perhaps the 
opular manner of serving them. 
your shopping basket high with 
fresh vegetables, and let your fam- 
oy them while they are at. their 
See complete recipes on Page 52. 


Steamed Zucchini Squash: Have you tried squash, or has your family turned thumball 
down euery time you mention it? Surprise them with delicious zucchini squash sur- 
rounded with other vegetables. We used onion, green pepper, celery and mushrooms, 


Pan Sauteed Raierea See: Squash Vegetable Stuffed Eggplant: Baked deli- 
again, please! Now it’s butternut squash, cate brown on top, tender and juicy under- 
a new flavor dressed up with exotic spices. neath, this dish is deliciously diferem 
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te Spiced Cabbage: Cabbage is especially good when Honey Spiced Carrot Strips: For “particular entertaining,” clip this 
sly spiced and steamed for a few minutes, then served recipe and keep it handy. Carrots are so pretty and attractive any- 
hot. Tomatoes, green peppers and onions add flavor. way, but this extra touch makes them a colorful conversation dish, 








TWILIGHT SERENADE. The rayon and taffeta 
dress that's oh, so cool with its lovely scoop de- 
Style No. 2710 colletage. In powder blue, pink or aqua. 
Add the contrasting matchup rayon with the look Dress 


7-17 Gs of linen duster for the perfect ensemble. In white, Style No. 6091 
8.20 pink, powder blue or aqua 


Style No. 6091—Dress Sold etry 93 
Style No. 6092—Duster Separately 10-20 


a 


9-481 
Style No. 2710—PLEAT TRICK. In a washable blend orenty 7.98 & nd 
of Acrilon and Rayon, tucked on the turtleneck 40-48 
collar and bodice, whirling out in a wide sweep of 
permanent pleats. Powder blue, red, turquoise or 
grey. 


Style No. 451—CLINGING VINE. The chemise with a 
shape ... your shape, displayed to perfection in 
this smartly tailored daytime dress of sleek rayon 
menswear. Tres jaunty, too, with its stand-up collar 
and fake pocket trim. A perfect foil for bright scarfs 
and jewelry. Beige, black and red. 


Style No. 370-KNIT TRICKS. Slick knit that’s long on 
look appeal from the top of its casual collar to the 
tip of its whistle-slim skirt. Contrast stripes create 
a fashion-fresh color note; the marvelous arrow- 
head belt nips you in tiny as can be. Red, heather 
grey, black, natural. Cotton knit. 


Duster 
Style No. 6092 


9-17 q - 
10-20 


oe 2812 7.98 








Style No. 370 
Small (7,8, 9, 10) 
Medium (11,12, 13, 14) 
Large (15, 16, 17, 18) 
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Skylark Originals“ * 


DEPT. 71-09, Asbury Park, N. J. 

CO) PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 

0 C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay ang oy amount 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling 


S, I may return garment in 10 days it, Joe racemes. 
: Style No. 451 : ® ist Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice 
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Preview Of Fall Sweaters And Skirts 


1% 

Matching two-piece outfit features a slim 

checked skirt with fringe pocket, and a sleeve- 

less jacket with fringe trim. Comes in green, 

red or brown, and is worn with a white turtle- 

neck sweater. By Century, skirt is $8.95; 
Jacket, $7.95. 


B. 

Luxurious brushed virgin wool cardigan 

sweater has double collar framing the neck- 

line and three-quarter sleeves. It comes in a 

variety of colors and is worn with a plaid 

flannel matchmate skirt. Sweater by Select, 
is $1100; Skirt by Century, $11.00. 


CG. 

Long sleeve slipon sweater has a smart wing 

collar, and two handy pockets. Comes in 

white, black, charcoal grey, red, gold, green 

and blue, and is worn with a coordinating wool 

plaid skirt. Sweater by Seiect, is $8.95; Skirt 
by Century, about $18. 


D. 

Luscious brushed wool slipover sweater has a 

curling cowl neckline, which allows a false 

collar to peak through adding a subtle wisp- 

o-white. Comes in a bouquet of brilliant colors. 

By Select, $10. Grey flannel pants by Smartee, 
about $9. 
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ITH THE first gentle 

nip of frost, thoughts 
turn to the delightful com- 
bination of soft, warm 
sweaters, and chic, flatter- 
ing skirts. The ever-in- 
creasing popularity of this 
favorite pairing has re- 
sulted in all kinds of 
sweater-skirt fashions that 
vary from the dress-up. 
party version to simple 
numbers for school and 
office. 

Sweaters, especially. 
can be frivolous bits of 
fine cashmere that catch 
the mood of a gay party 
and team beautifully with 
full, flowing skirts in rich 
materials, or they can be 
sensible garments of 
warmth, paired with rus- 
tic, hard-wearing fabrics. 
such as tweed or flannel. 

This season, luscious 
brushed wool sweaters are 
shown frequently in many 
brilliant colors. Colors are 
news too, and with sev- 
eral new ones making 
their appearance, they are 
more fascinating than 
ever. Skirt fabrics in au- 
tumnal colors appear as 
rich plaids, deep solids 
and other luxurious com- 
binations. 

For the swinging gal. 
skirts are full and saucy 
with unpressed pleats: for 
her sophisticated Fifth 
Avenue sister, they readi- 
ly acquire a distinct slim 
look of smart, figure-flat- 
tering perfection. Topped 
with a complementary 
sweater, this coordinated 
outfit is an ideal way to 
meet the fall and winter 
season. TAN’s selection of 
fall sweaters and_ skirts 
can be the hub of a col- 
legiate wardrobe for the 
youthful miss, or a smart 
approach to fall for the 
eficient office worker. 







































Want to throw a party for 
your youngsters the easy way? 
Let your baby-sitter do it! 








4 . -. a a i a, ; , 4 rs ‘ . Sy A 
re = as s i> TB : ~~ S ’ cod i 
Quick Drinks and Cookies: “Sprizzling” soft drinks, strawberry, root beer, grape, orange, 
cherry, lemon-lime can be made by the youngsters; simply drop a tablet in a glass of 
cold water. For luscious sodas, add a scoop of vanilla ice cream, and have straws handy. 


Alt CHILDREN love parties regard- 


less of age, and even the very young 

























enjoy the fun and gaiety of get-togethers. 
They beg to be allowed to have their own 
parties. but since tiny tots need super- 
vision and guidance, and mother usual- 
ly has her own chores, these impromptu pegny; Butter-Fluff Party Sandwiches: Cut white or whole wheat bread into desired 


affairs don’t often materialize. shapes with a cookie cutter. Spread one slice with peanut butter, one with marshmallou 
The answer—baby-sitters! Recently a fluff. Spread top with peanut butter. Decorate with green pepper and carrot slices. 


/ | ym 7 3 





couple of resourceful teen-agers who 
“sit” regularly with neighboring chil- 
dren dreamed up a quick-fix party. 
After an okay from the parents they got 
to work and staged a party for their 
young charges. 

First off, a snack bar was set up on 
the patio where crumbs or spilled drinks 
wouldn’t hurt. The plans included a 
couple of chores the kiddies could do 
themselves to help with the preparations. 

The basic clue to young children’s 
parties is simplicity. Foods, favors and 
fixings should be easy to make and set 
up. Expense should be kept to a mini- 
mum too. Sandwiches are made with 
nourishing fillings that are children’s 
favorites, and their unusual shapes make 








eating a game. A couple of easy pre- 
baking decorating touches can make 
plain cookies extra fancy. 

Under the watchful eyes of the teen- 
agers the tots can fix their own “magic” 








Kl; : Balloon-Face Favors: Inflate balloons, tie The Personal Touch: Special services of 
_ ing soft drinks and feel they are end. Cut center hole in doily, slip over _ baby-sitters’ parties include personal touch, 
taking a part in the preparations. knot. Sketch faces with colored felt pens. is a welcome relief from baby chatter. 
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Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage 


4 to 40C cup. 95 
zes 34 to 40D. $5.00 
ED) 2068 Four wenen: 


C | 23248 SECRET HELPER 
French styled pantie girdle in 


ang molds. Longer legs pro- 
vide perfect thigh line. De- 
achable garters. White. Sizes 


DY #3277 TwWo-TiMeR ; 
Another Frederick's ‘‘first!’ 






Wonderful Relief from 
Itch, Burn and 
Sting of 


* *"No one knows how much torture that 
tching, stinging eczema can be, unlessthey’ve 
had it. My hands and arms itched and stung 
so bad, I was almost a nervous wreck. A 
neighbor suggested that I try Black and 
White Ointment. And I’m mighty glad I did 


because I got wonderful relief 
from itch, sting and burn.” us = 
Nuns 


BLACK and WHITE OINTMENT 


More For Your Money ! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 20¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 


Norfolk, Va, Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 
















Hollywood 


LE #3052 swore POINT 
erfect sweater bra! Points up 







posom gloriously! Youthful sup- _aif 
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erest. Notice specially de- 
ened iow back. White only. 
es 32-36A, 32-38B, 





#108 DANGER CURVES 
French look bra has stitched 
5-section cups for that giam- 
8 | orous pointed uplift. Rayon 

satin is net-lined for firm sup- 

port. in Jet Black or Gardenia 

White. Priced so low. Sizes 32 
38B, 34 


to 
0 38C cup $3.30 


[3 #3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdie with this sensational 
bottoms-up idea! B-A-R-E in the 
DERRIERE .. . gives fiattest of 
tummies and yet pushes up the 
“living end’’ for that feminine 
natural look! Grand for sports- 
wear and sheaths. White. 

Sizes 23 to 30 inch waist $16.05 


} +3220 woven Fiatrery 
Removable foam-rubber pads 
give you that rounded look 
behind. Cut up high from 
thigh to prevent showing under 
shorts or swimwear. A “'se- 


hat's rient! This 842” rayon- 
atin waist cincher will shave 
from your middie. Lightly 
ed throughout. Side hook- 

1g, lace-up front. Attachment 
garters. White. Sizes: 24 
waist. A steal at this 
$3.5@ 


w price 


e knit Nylon kitty-knit etas- 
Satin lastex tummy con- 
plier trims, elastic band 
elow derriere design iifts 


ch to 30 inch waist. 


a9 PADDED 


ye answer to hundreds of 
quests Miracle under-an- 

ce foam rubber pads fit 
t Passi sappy | hk 











































n hip and derriere. Feels 
eal. Knitted nylon Powertiex. cret weapon" in power-net. 
Black or White. Waist A White or Black. Sizes 22” to 
°s 22 in. to 30 in. $12.95 * . > 30” warst $6.95 
. : od 
FB os218 wr cnmancen ey : | May vert. No. 3809 r 
u'll cry, “Hip, wip, Hooray?” Nn TICUClTICNS Qareiaemess ©1959 4 
mn you see the way this wooo 
et friend solves “ your . om ace. : 
m hip problems! need sond the following styles: (ORDER EY s MUMBER) 
© flat with these remark- S rao Jouannry] sae [iu corn [ina cooe] ome | 4 
sble foam rubber, pads — they t 
nd you out to feminine love- ' i 
ess. Wonderful for equaliz- a I I I | Ja 
& heavy lower thighs, too. ry 1 ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 25c Postoge) é 
tted Rayon Acetate Power- SEND COD » , ‘ 
controls elsewhere. One 5 sending $2. ipsa en cach Bony Y 
ece crotch, removable gar- o wm J 
ors. White, Black. Waist Sizes H ‘ADDRESS t 
ach to —_—_— t 
0 inch sss PADDED  PaAovveED sear t TOME STATE 4 
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Child Care: 


Back To School 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 





| ae THOUGH the August sun stil] 

burns hot on city pavement and 
country glens, September is just around 
the corner, and with it the return to 
school. Most schools require a thorough 
physical check-up and a statement from 
a physician before the child can return 
to class, but in addition to the purely 
physical side of the child’s health, there 
are other aspects to be considered be- 
fore the child can be expected to do his 
best in school. 

Each child needs a place to be quiet, 
where he can do his homework and de- 
velop study habits which will mean much 
to him in later years. This need not be 
a room, necessarily, but even a corner 
away from the noises and distractions 
of conversation, telephone and television 
will go a long way toward inducing the 
good habits of study which must begin 
in childhood. 

A tired child cannot do his best in 
study or play, so that parents should 
earnestly consider how much children 
need. One child at age ten can do with 
ten hours sleep, while another of the 
same age requires eleven or even twelve 
hours a night to be at their best the next 
day. Regular hours of bedtime should 
be established and maintained, unless 
some extraordinary event causes an ex- 
ception to be made. The well rested child 
is also less susceptible to colds and in- 
fection. 

And well balanced meals are really 
very vital if a child is to do his best and 
feel his best. No matter how hurried the 
child or parents in the morning, time 
should be allowed for a well balanced 
breakfast of cereal, juice, milk and per- 
haps egg or bacon. Hot dogs and ham- 
burgers for lunch are an occasional treat, 
but should not be daily luncheon fare. 
Dinners should be at a regular hour and 
contain meat, vegetables, milk, rice or 
potatoes, bread and butter. 

If all of these are included in the 
child’s program, from September to 
June, going to school should be a pleas- 
ant and rewarding experience. 
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ANATOMY OF A MURDER 


When Otto Preminger’s screen version of the best-selling novel Anatomy Of A 
Murder debuts at local theaters this summer, it will have to recommend it, in addi- 
tion to an excellent story, two notable firsts in motion picture making. 

For one thing, it will mark the first time the entire musical score of a major 
film has been written by a Negro. To handle the gutsy music for this tale of rape 
and murder on Michigan’s Upper Penin- 
sula, Preminger chose famed bandleader 
Duke Ellington on the premise that “it’s 
about time” the Duke put his musical 
genius to work for the movies. 

Secondly, Anatomy discusses anatomy 
in the frankest language movie-goers 
have ever heard in the course of the story 
of an Army lieutenant on trial for his 
life for having unloaded a Luger full of 
lead into a bar owner who had the poor 
taste to ravish the lieutenant’s ravishing 
wife. 

The questions, like the suspense. 
mount explosively: Was the lieutenant temporarily insane—and therefore to be 
excused—when he killed? Was it really rape? Will his wife’s virtue be further 
sullied by the bachelor lawyer she has hired to defend her husband? Until the end 
of the picture, the Lord only knows. And even as movie-goers file out of the theater, 
some of the issues remain in doubt. 

The fine cast of Anatomy includes James Stewart and the famed Boston attorney, 
Joseph N. Welch, as judge. 


THE HORSE SOLDIERS 


As a rousing colorful Civil War historical drama with a western flavor, The 
Horse Soldiers is one of the more colorful newcomers to the movie scene. Directed 
by John Ford, one of the masters of the 
movie craft, the picture attempts to com- 
pensate for uneven quality, and a slow 
story, with two dazzling star names 
charged with box office appeal: John 
Wayne and William Holden. Since it 
was not intended for the art theaters, 
but aimed at the less critical mass movie 
market, The Horse Soldiers will prob- 
ably fare all right financially. 

The film’s story is based on the cele- 
brated Union cavalry raid of 1863 led 
by Col. Benjamin Grierson, who com- 
manded three regiments on a daring 
300-mile expedition behind Confederate lines to wreck the railway line linking 
Newton Station and Vicksburg, Miss. Wayne’s portrait of Col. Marlowe, sketched 
from the original Grierson, is that of a hard- driving, tough-as-nails cavalry leader 
who started out as a section hand but has some honest emotion, even love, beneath 
that forbidding facade. 

The Horse Soldiers is notable for brilliant color photography, a virile musical 
theme and some exciting action scenes. Tennis great Althea Gibson makes her 
screen debut as Lukey, Miss Towers’ faithful servant. She moves gracefully enough, 
but dies too soon for audiences to form a sound opinion as to her acting ability. 





Duke Ellington and Lee Remick 





Constance Towers and Althea Gibsoi: 


SPLENDID FOR 
HOME USE! 


LATEST 
MEDALO 
DOUBLE 
CRIMPER 


STYLING 


CRIMPER 


95 
Style Me. 340 only 4 
Fester Easier For Double Bangs 
Side Slant Waves. STURDY DEEP 
CURL WAVE CLAMP makes latest 
beck of head styles easier to handle. 
A variety of es on can be yours — 
easier and quick: 

—a—e see ee ee eee eee ee ee eee 

tr Osend me iatest hair styling crimper 
C.0.D. Collect price $1.95 plus C.O.D. 
and postage on delivery. 

O Enclosed find $2 — payment ir full. 
(You save all postage charges and get 
double coupons by mailing $2 cash or 
money order now.) 

Please print plainly on your envelope 

and coupon to speed delivery. 


NQMC... ccccccccccccceceeeceseesececssenscseseeeesens 

AAGPOBS, .. ... cc cececreccerececereesnsecsesceeesereces 

ROULE...ccccrcerccceeccrereseeseses es Box No. 

CARY... creccccccceccccrereccccscesonees State... ....00. 

GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. | 
Dept. Y-9, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 





SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 














POEMS 


4 Wanted To Be Set To Music 
¥ by America’s Largest Song Studio. 

\ Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
onograph Records Made 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 


Feel Neglected? 


Do you feel shy, ue ees 
pushed aside by that “ woman” 
who to "be the ann iter of at- 
traction...and favored by by that spe- 
clal man? Are you doing omrenens 
In your power to hel 

Use the ri 






















see the e eyes... voice man- 
ner! Let ““oEOnET woiek" ~~} — = it must 


- ~ A with. full o— ay i. Oniy 2.00" ie 8 ” task «it 
c.0.D. -60) or 3 flasks f io C.0.D 
Send for your “SECRET VOICE” ™ Cnowti 
MADAME BEATRICE, Studio 655-A 
504 Hicksville Rd. Massapequa, N. Y. 


YOUR PRAYER on 





1% 
inches long. The front is 


a sym 
with this Powerfu petual Blessing Prayer in Latin. 
pleading for God’s Help—‘'O Lord Protect Me fom Mis- 
fortune, Sickness, Harm & Evil, & Bless Me to Gain My 
Worthy Desires!’ Wear it. or ‘Give it! Be Cogsareged. 
Spiritually Helped, Comforted, for yee ame” 2 

Holy reminder of the anes Prayer Crosses Blessed by 
Christian martyrs! May it Inspire you to « Better, a 
pier Life! On #8 inch Chain. $3.98 Postpaid, or C.0 

$3.98 & Postage. 7. pee an Copyright '57— 


_— 7, P. . on er 72, 
. P. O., BROOKLY . ¥. 
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WILCO FASHIONS, +. M91-H 

| 35 S. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. 

j ) Send ‘‘Vanishette’’ C.O.D. I'll pay $.. 
} Lenclose $...... YOU pay postage. 0 Size...... 

l Regular Girdle © Panty Girdle (© Color.......+. 
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“Vanishette” 
gently but firmly 
trims your torso 
into pencil-siim ¢ 
lines. Made of ny- ¢ 


way power 
knit, it can’t curl, 
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THE ENCHANTRESS 
GLAMOUR GLASSES 





Money Back Guarantee No. 138 $6.99 ppd. 


A joy te own! These elegant giasses are an exclusive 
new creation te enchant beth teenagers and adults. 
Beautiful frames highlighted by rose color Metal- 
glow temples. Available in black or brownhern, clear 
or tinted lenses. 

Men's size No. 139 also available. $6.99 ppd. 
Send for FREE catalog of Ladies’ and Men’s Giasses 
HERMAN OPTICAL Co. 

Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 


164-TS Clymer St. 











{) 


- plus postage. | 


















N SAN DIEGO, CALIF.. unemployed vagrant Willie Frank Reuben. 22. handed 


over five marijuana cigarets to sheriff's deputies, asked if it was enough to get 


him put in jail, found out it certainly was. 


In Pittsburgh, Pa., an ardent lover leaned out the window of his auto to kiss 
his girl goodbye. left her with a gash in her forehead requiring 14 stitches when, 
as he started to drive off, he smashed into a pole, hit her with his flving false teeth. 


« * * * 


In Baltimore. Md.. college student Evan Smith explained that he really meant to 
steal only one suit from a department store, just took a second one in case the first 
one didn’t fit. 


In Spring Hope, N. C.. church janitor J. D. Williams sought to smoke out a 
snake by building a fire in a tub, did the job so well he burned down the whole 


church. 


In Danville. Va.. 29-vear-old Reuben James Liggins was fined $50 and costs for 


possession of illegal whiskey when laboratory tests showed his dishwater to be 


12.9 proof. 


In Chicago, IIL. after 27 arrests and two convictions, John D. Harris. 27. went 
to jail for life under the habitual criminal act—for stealing a child’s piggy bank. 


* * * 


In Norfolk, Va.. 


from heaven as a servant of the Lord. was found nude on a sidewalk. explained 


24-year-old Elbert Adolphus Covington, who claimed he came 


to police he had just been born. 


In Memphis, Tenn., 60-year-old watchman Will L. Fant was sentenced to 59 days 
in prison for claiming as a dependent on his income tax report his wife, dead for 
seven years. 


In New Orleans, La., despondent 34-year-old Albert Williams tried to end it 
all by dashing in front of a taxicab. The cabbie stopped in time. Later that day, 
he tried another cab. Again he missed getting killed. The third time he stepped 


in front of a bus. He made it. 


In Detroit, Mich.. Mrs. Marion Douglas missed four pounds of chicken wings 
from her apartment, later went to visit friends Mr. and Mrs. George Wright—in 
whose oven she found four pounds of chicken wings, well done. 
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Nkrumah, Prime Minister of 
Ghana, meets Vice Pres. Nixon 
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Brainy teen, Lorn Lecen, injects ee ee oe oe ee 
hormones in mouse in science ex- THIS OFFER GOOD IN THE U.S.A. ONLY 
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so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long-Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
. . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria . . 
clean-smelling. 
INLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 


just 3 days! 
shield against dampness . 
fresh, 


keeps hair 


oo 


TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
































cossepsiass» LONG-AID LONG-AID 
7 WHITE _ BLEACH 
| PRESSING | [> AND GLOW 
‘COMPOUND | “<=@2@MA" CREAM LONG-AID 
only 60c : , See only 75c ACTALAN 
plus tax — a plus tax only 60c SOAP 
>, : & LONG-AID 
| LONG-AID Ne | era aNpRUFE 
FLOWING 
} 9% REMOVER 
only wisiope a=\ SHAMPOO 
$1.00 only $1.00 S&S 
plus tax , only 69c 
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$3.30 including tax 
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B (No C.O.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! & 
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Vegetable Dishes 


Recipes continued from Page 42 


Steamed Zucchini Squash 

Select 2 lbs. fresh, firm squash. Was) 
and trim ends and slice very thin. Chop} 
green pepper and I large onion very fing: 
slice I 1b. fresh mushrooms and 1 cy 
celery stalks and leaves. Combine all vey. 
tables and place in low flat pan. Cove 
with I can — or beef broth. Add\ 
lb. butter, 1 tsp. paprika, Y tsp. celer 
seed, salt and pepper to taste. Let stean 
until vegetables are tender. 


Pan Sautéed Butternut Squash 

Select small firm squash. Wash and pee, 
and slice in Y-inch rounds. Place in, 
flat pan, Y cup brown sugar or hone 
(syrup may be used if desired) Y cy 
lemon or orange juice, 1% cups water,) 
small pieces whole ginger root, 2 cloves, \, 
tsp. cinnamon, Y tsp. nutmeg, 2 tbsp 
grated orange rind. Boil 10 minutes. At 
14 cup butter and sliced squash. Cove 
and let simmer until tender, about 1 how, 
Stir squash after first 30 minutes. 


Vegetable Stuffed Eggplant 
Wash and trim a firm, medium sized egg. 
plant, scoop out center, and dice eggplan. 
Grate in a bowl 1 medium onion, 1 gree 
pepper, 1 carrot. Mince fine 4 to 6 mush: 
rooms, 2 stalks celery, %4 cup pimient 
and blend all vegetables together with egg 
plant. Saute 1 can tomato sauce in 4 cy 
butter for 15 minutes. Cool. Add 1 typ. 
garlic salt, 1 tsp. season salt, 1 tsp. chil 
powder, 1 cup bread crumbs and 1 ey 
Blend well and mix with vegetables. Stuf 
eggplant shells with mixture, cover with 
bread crumbs and place in baking dish. 
Bake 40 minutes and serve. 


10-Minute Spiced Cabbage 

Sauté I pod minced garlic in % sti 
butter; add Y% cup water, 2 thsps. vinegw, 
14 tsp. celery seed, VY tsp. dry mustati. 
several cloves. Bring to boil. Add 1 smal 
head shredded cabbage, 2 sliced green pep 
pers, 1 sliced onion, salt and pepper 
taste. Cook 10 minutes, covered. Cut! 
tomatoes in small wedges; sprinkle wit 
celery salt. Add to cabbage. Steam & 
minutes. Add %4 cup chopped parse, 
sprinkle with about 1 tsp. paprika m 
serve piping hot from pan. 


Honey Spiced Carrot Strips 

Wash, peel and cut in long thin strip 
1 bunch of carrots. Place in a saucept 
14, lemon cut in wedges, 1 cup wine wr 
egar, 2 tsps. pickling spice, Y2 cup hon 
2 thsps. butter, 1 tsp. salt, 2 whole, dry™ 
peppers, 1 bay leaf, pinch of dry musta 
Bring to a boil and cook for 10 minut 
{dd carrot strips, cover and cook 25 m* 
utes. Turn off heat anl let set 15 to} 
minutes before serving. Garnish ul 
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Pll Never Be Hurt Again 


(Continued from Page 23) 


ye got there, and the nurse in charge 
wolded me as she helped me get into bed: 
“Why didn’t you come sooner? We need a 
little time to get you ready.” 

But they didn’t have much time and I 
yas put on a cart and wheeled rapidly to 
the delivery room. Just when I thought I 
would have to weaken and scream, I felt a 
needle in my arm and the merciful effects 


of sedation eased my pain. 


When I came to that evening, I felt light 
and free of pain, but when I tried to move, 
my body felt as though it had been hit by 
a freight train. I was sore in every muscle. 
[lay still, wishing I could still my mind as 
Icould my body. as I thought again of the 
events that had put me here, an unmarried 
mother at seventeen... 

It all started with senior skip day. That 
was always a big event in our little town 
and this year the graduating class had 
planned an even more daring trip than had 
ever been done before. No kid stuff for us. 
We were going to get clear away from this 
little coal mining town in western Arkansas 
and drive over into Oklahoma for a day in 
areal city. None of the boys had cars of 
their own except Jim Stewart, 
father was a foreman at the mine, but by 
horrowing from relatives and friends, they 
managed to get enough cars to take all 
thirty-two seniors. I was paired off with 
Mike Daniel as I had been all through 
school. No one ever spoke of Mike without 


whose 


ssaying Ellen Davis in the same _ breath. 


Mike had his father’s old car and two 


other couples rode with us. 


We started long before daylight in order 
to have as much time in the city as possible. 
The officers of the class were to be inter- 
viewed on radio at eleven o’clock, so we 
rushed for something to eat and then to 
the broadcasting station. Mike was class 
lreasurer and I watched with pride as he 
stood there so tall and straight. I had al- 
ways sort of taken Mike for granted. now I 
felt real proud that I was his girl. 

Mike and I had been thrown together 
since we were children, because our 
mothers were old schoolmates. We all went 
to the same church. Mike fought my bat- 
tles when I was small and kidded me out 
of moods when I went through the early 
teens. As I looked at him there on the 
stage, I realized any girl would be happy 
to have him for a steady. He was captain 
of the football team and had always had 
an office in his classes. 

After the broadcast, we toured the 
museum and visited the zoo. The big 
event of the day was the dance with a real 
and, We all arrived early so as not to 
miss a minute of it, 


Mike held me tightly as we swayed to 
the haunting rhythm of a blues number. I 
wished the dance would never end. 

“T never noticed before how wonderful 
you feel in my arms.” he said. “I think you 
were meant to fit right here.” he added as 
he crushed me to his chest. 

“T think so too. Mike.” I said softly into 
his ear. 

Mike drew me into a darkened corner 
of the huge ballroom and kissed me. a 
long deep kiss that caused a kaleidoscope 
of colors to flare in front of my closed eyes. 
I was filled with a strange new warmth. I 
kissed him back with my whole heart and 
lips. I feel 

warm my 


soul burning on my could 
Mike’s cheeks 
fingers. It was he who broke away at last 
the 
dance. It was a new experience for both 


getting under 


and we were quiet as we _ finished 
of us. Mike had always given me a quick 
good night kiss when he took me home. but 
this was different. 

At two o’clock the 
we were tired but happy as we piled into 
the cars to go home. We drove slowly as 


dance ended and 


though reluctant to end this glorious day. 
the back seat 
asleep. I snuggled close to Mike and talked 


Soon the four in were all 
softly to help him stay awake. 


We fifty 


when we heard a loud grinding noise and 


were about miles from home 
the car came to a jolting stop. “Of all the 
luck! ” Mike exclaimed. “Something would 
He the 
flashlight and went around the car. 
“What are we 


sleepy voice from the rear. 


go wrong with this heap.” 


got 


stopping for?” asked a 


“An axle broke and we almost lost a 
wheel.” Mike answered. 
Just then a couple of the other cars 


pulled up behind us and our four pas- 
sengers doubled up with them. 
“T'll wait with Mike.” I 
Mike made a feeble objection, but Don 
pulled away laughing. as he said, “They 


insisted. 


want to be alone.” 

“Don’t forget to send my old man back 
for us.” Mike called after them. 

Mike opened the rear door. “Might as 
well be comfortable.” he said. “It’s going 
to be a good three or four bours before 
Dad can get here.” 
just think.” Mike 
snuggled close and put his arm around 
me. “One more week and we’re through 
high school.” 


“Gee. said as he 


“I’m going to miss you,” I said, re- 
membering that Mike would be going to 
his uncle in Chicago to work in the paper 
box factory where his uncle was a foreman. 

Mike’s arm tightened around me. “It’s 
going to be pretty lonesome for me. But 


I'll work hard and save so we can be mar- 
ried.” 

My heart leaped at the words, even 
though I knew that was what Mike had in 
mind when he kissed me on the dance 
floor. I became filled with a sense of con- 
tentment. Mike loved me: we had just had 
the most glorious time in our whole life: 
and, we were going to be married. 

I pulled Mike’s head down to mine and 
kissed him. Then I couldn’t resist him. His’ 
lips drew every shred of contre] from me 
and all the things I had been taught no 
longer seemed important. Mike’s lips 
burning on mine, his hot seeking hand and 
the warmth of his lean hard body against 
mine, filled me with an urgency that could 
not be denied. My body reached out to his. 
It was easy to shut out everything except 
the two of us, here on a lonely road with 
just a hint of light breaking in the east. It 
all seemed so right. so natural. 


~ DIDN’T CRY afterward or feel ashamed. 

This was something that had to be. I 
wondered if I had had this powerful. 
wonderful emotion just beneath the surface 
all my life. just waiting for Mike to fulfill. 

“Mike.” I whispered drowsily. “We 
musn’t feel badly about this. When we’re 
married, we'll remember this as our first 
expression of our love.” 

Mike stilled me with a kiss and we dozed 
contentedly until the voice of Mr. Daniels 
roused us. Squeezed tightly against Mike 
in the cab, I didn’t mind the jiggling of the 
old tow truck. 

I hardly saw Mike that next week. Being 
a senior made the last week of school 
busier than usual. We saw each other 
briefly in the halls, but I had no occasion 
to think Mike was avoiding me, for I was 
as busy as he. I watched with pride as he 
strode forward to receive his diploma, then 
school was over and my first thought was 
of a job. 

I went up to the mine office and put in 
my application for a job. About the only 
kind of work for women in our town, be- 
sides the mine office, was hashing in one of 
the cafes or doing housework for some of 
the officials. I wanted to be something more 
than a house maid, so I settled down to 
wait for an opening. Mom wanted me to 
help her clean house before I went to work 
and then she wanted me to have a little 
rest before going to work. 

When the spring cleaning was finished. 
I called Mike, hoping he would have time 
for one picnic before he left. 

“Mike?” His mother said in surprise. 
“Didn’t he tell you goodbye? He said he 
was going to.” 

“Goodbye!” I echoed foolishly. 

“Why, yes.” She said slowly. “Mike left 
for Chicago last Saturday.” 

I couldn’t speak for a moment. It 
seemed as though the bottom had just 
dropped out of my world. At last I said 


53 











weakly, “He was probably too busy to get 
over. 

“Yes, he was busy.” She said. “I'll give 
you his address. I know he’d love to hear 
from you.” 

“Don’t bother,” I said, wanting to get 
away where I could cry out my hurt. “Mike 
knows my address.” I said goodbye quickly 
and hung up. 

I didn’t cry long, for a searing hatred en- 
tered and crowded out the hurt. Part of it 
was directed at myself for having been 
such a fool. And I couldn’t help but be 
angry at Mike for betraying my trust in 
him. Of course I wouldn’t write him. Not 
after the way he ran out. 


| )ESPAIR AND bitterness was added 

to my anger when I missed a month. 
[t just couldn’t be! I had been foolish 
once. but surely I didn’t deserve this. I 
told myself it was just because I was upset 
because Mike left me without saying good- 
hye after all we had meant to each other. 
when I began to have morning 
nausea. I still hoped it was just nerves. I 
took to lying in bed until after breakfast. 
so | wouldn’t have to smell the food. 

\nother month passed and all my hopes 
vanished. Still, I had to be sure. So one 
day I made an excuse to see about work in 
a nearby town, since I still hadn’t heard 
anything from the mine. I went to a doctor 
there, only to have my worst fears con- 
firmed. I walked blindly out of town and 
up into the hills. I threw myself down 
under a tree and sobbed bitter tears. Why 
did this have to happen to me? And where 
was that fine sense of fair play that Mike 
was noted for? Over and over I asked my- 
self the same questions without getting any 
When I pulled myself together 
to go home, only one thing stood out clearly 
in my mind. I wouldn’t marry Mike now if 
he were the last man on earth. 

Telling Mother I couldn’t find a job, I 
pleaded a headache and went to bed. I 
knew I was too sick to hold a job. The 
daily nausea began to tell on me. I grew 
sallow and thin. Mother begged me to go 
see a doctor. I refused, saying it was just 
summer flu. But I knew by the look in her 
eyes she didn’t believe me. One afternoon 
she came into my room and I could see she 
had been crying. She sat down on the bed. 

“Ellen, there’s something wrong, isn’t 
You might as well tell me the 
truth.” She laid her hand on my head. “I 
have been worried about you.” 

Tears ran down my cheeks. I could have 
berne it better if she had scolded me. I 
wished I could drop dead rather than add 
to the worry already on her face. All I 
could do was nod. 

Her face broke for a moment. “How can 
[ tell your father?” 

I could only shake my head and sob. 

“Is it Mike?” Mother asked, her voice 
calm again. 


a4 


Even 


answers. 


there? 


“Yes, it’s Mike. And he’s going to pay 
for this, you just wait and see.” I sat up 
in my anger. 

“Ellen! This is no time to think about 
getting even. Does he know?” 

“No. How could he? He ran out with- 
out even saying goodbye as soon as school 
was out,” I said between my clenched 
teeth. 

“We must get in touch with him right 
away. This baby has to have a father.” 
Mother rose. 

I held her skirt. so she couldn’t go to 
the phone. “It already has a father,” I 
said bitterly. “But I wouldn’t marry him 
now.” 

“You can’t decide a thing like this. Every 
child has a right to a name. You're only 
thinking of yourself,” she said firmly. 

That stopped me for a moment. “Noth- 
ing in the world could make me marry that 
—that—” I couldn’t think of words to fit 
my feelings for Mike. 

Mother sat down again. “Ellen!” Her 
voice was stern. “If only for the sake of 
the baby, you must attempt to right this 
wrong. Mike must be told. He’s entitled to 
a chance to give his baby a name. And he’d 
better want to.” 


Like a flash. I saw my revenge. “My 
baby will have a name. Daniels! And I 


don’t have to marry Mike. This is Mike’s 
baby and he’s going to bear Mike’s name.” 

“Think of us, Ellen. If you’d get mar- 
ried now, no one need know. This will 
about kill your father.” Tears filled her 
eyes again. “We love you Ellen and we 
want you to be happy.” She covered her 
face with her apron and wept. 

That did it! “All right. ll go through 
a ceremony with him. That is if he will. 
But I'll never live with him.” 

“We don’t want you to do more than just 
marry him. if that is what you want, but 
this baby is our first grandchild. It’s un- 
thinkable that he would be—” She couldn’t 
finish. 

“T'll get his address and write.” I prom- 
ised. 


Tt TOOK ME a whole day to compose 
that letter to Mike. I didn’t want him to 
think marriage was my idea, I wanted him 
to understand that I hated every inch of 
his six feet. and that I was only marrying 
him to please our parents and to give our 
baby a name. 
Certainly I wasn’t 
answer when it came: 
“T’m sorry Ellen. to hear you are in 
trouble, for I really loved the girl I 
thought you were. I couldn’t be sure 
your baby is mine, for I’m sure no 
good girl gives in as easily as you did 
the first time. Uncle Joe says I would 
be a fool to fall for that line, after I 
told him what happened. [ still wish 
you well. Mike.” 
I guess I went completely out of my 


prepared for his 


mind for awhile. Mother heard me ang 
came running. Finally she slapped my fage 
hard to break up a fit of hysterics. Then] 
cried until I was ill. 

I heard Mother and Daddy talking tha 
night and the next morning Mom said 
“Ellen, your father and I will cash in oy 
insurance so that you can go away until 
the baby comes. Then perhaps it would he 
best for you if you put it up for adoption” 
Her voice broke. 

“No. Mother. thanks for trying. but I'p 
going to stay right here. Let the Daniek 
face that the rest of their lives.” 

“Ellen, darling.” Mother sobbed. “T fee! 
almost as bad about the way you’re taking 
this as I do about what happened.” 

I couldn’t help the way I felt. Even 
time IT thought of the baby. and that be. 
came more often as I grew larger. I didn’ 
really think about the child as a_persop, 
only that it was the outcome of what T had 
thought of as love. and how much T hate 
its father. Though my baby would bear 
the name of Daniels. I couldn’t name hin 
Mike if it was a boy. No. I had decided 
call him Timmy if a boy, after Daddy an/ 
Grace, after Mother, if a girl. 

Sure the town buzzed, but always behind 
my back. I would have been happy to tell 
anyone who the child’s father was, bu 
they never asked me. I had stopped going 
to church, but when I heard that Mike was 
home for Christmas. I resolved to attend 
the holiday services. I knew Mike would 
be there and I wanted him to see me. big 
with his child. 

We couldn’t help but meet in the aisk 
when the services were over. No one spoke 
but I relished the embarrassed look o 
Mike’s face even while my heart ached a 
sight of his familiar figure. I wanted wv 
embarrass him. Why should he escape 
scot free, while I had to pay the rest of my 
life for having loved him. 

That was the last time I saw Mike before 
the baby was born. My pains began oni 
blustery March day. I told Mother I we 
going to my room to rest, then locked the 
door and endured the increasing pains u- 
til they were coming at ten-minute interval: 
before I called for Daddy to take me to the 
hospital. 


BROUGHT MY THOUGHTS back 

the present as Mother and Daddy tip 
toed into my room. Mother kissed me at! 
Daddy took my hand awkwardly and hel 
it in both of his. 

Mother broke the silence. “We just si 
the baby, Ellen. He’s the prettiest one it 
the nursery. Have you seen him?” 

I shook my head. Just then a nurse & 
tered. “Well I see our patient finally wok 
up.” She set down a tray she had carriel 
“How are you feeling?” 

Without waiting for an answer, # 
turned to my parents. “I have a little work 
to do, so if you folks will wait in the hall. 
I'll bring the baby when I’ve finished.” 
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An odd feeling stole over me at her 
yords. My baby! Would I think he was 
pretty ? How could I even like him when 
{hated his father so much? It didn’t seem 


} matter whether I liked him or no, I was 


auck with him. 

Mother and Daddy followed the nurse in 
yhen she brought the baby. She laid the 
blue wrapped bundle beside me and pulled 
the blanket away from his face, then she 
left the room. Mother and Daddy were 
watching expectantly as [ turned slowly to 
look at my son for the first time. I stared 
at the tiny perfect head and features. He 
was so small, like a little doll. I thought. A 
strange thrill went through me as I touch- 
ed the soft downy head. I forgot Mike 
and remembered only that this tiny bit of 
humanity was mine. I loved him at first 
sight. 

“Hi, Timmy,” 
his soft cheek. 

“Timmie!” Daddy was 
pleased and embarrassed. 

“Of course, if he had been a girl, I was 
going to name her Now Mother 
looked pleased. 

Together we examined each tiny feature, 
turning back the covers to see the tiny feet 
and legs all curled up like a pretzel. We 
laughed at his aimless waving hands and 
My heart felt too full for 
All too soon the nurse 


I said with my lips against 


looking both 


Grace.” 


seeking” mouth. 
the size of my chest. 
came and took him away. 

I was thrilled anew. when they brought 
him to me the next morning. I unwrapped 
him and ran my hand over his little stom- 
ach and then his back. My fingers touched 
something on his back and my _ heart 
flopped. Was that a large birthmark? 
Hastily I turned him over, then laughed at 
myself, for the rough place was a piece of 
white tape with his name printed on it in 
black ink. My laughter faded as I noticed 
the name “Baby Allen.” I rang my bell. 

“Who put this name on my baby?” I 
asked the nurse who entered. 

“That’s a rule of the hospital. 
“It will come off.” 

“That isn’t what I meant. My baby’s 
name is Timothy Daniels. Take him and 
change that name right now.” 

Without a word she picked up the baby 
and fled. I think she was afraid I might 
throw something at her from the way she 
skidded around the door. In a few minutes 
she was back. Silently she raised his 
shirt and showed me the new tape with 
“Baby Daniels.” 

After she left the room, I could hear a 
buzz of voices at the nurses’ desk down the 
hall. Let them talk, I thought. That’s his 
name and he’s entitled to it. 

I forced myself to hold my head high 
when I walked out of the hospital. I was 
ashamed of having been weak, but my baby 
wasn’t to blame for my mistakes and I was 


as proud of him as a mother could possibly 
e. 


” She said. 


When I began to go out, I found that it 


wasn't any easier to walk down the street 


with my baby in a buggy than it had been 4 


for me alone before he was born. I con- 
soled myself with the thought that every 
time Mike came home, he would hear about 
the baby who bore his name and I was sure, 
in spite of his doubts, that he knew deep 
down in his heart that little Timmy was his. 
With Mike’s sense of fair play. I knew his 
conscience would be bothering him, and 
that was exactly what I wanted. 

I went to work as as the doctor 
would let me. Knowing that I would never 
get a decent job in this town now. I swal- 
lowed my pride and ambitions and went 
out to do house work. leaving Timmy with 
Mother. It was hard work and I got so 
tired at first I thought I couldn’t go on. 
Sometime 
pretty furniture. I found myself daydream- 
ing that this was my home and Mike would 
be coming in from work soon. I told my- 
self I was a fool. but I couldn’t help it. I 
had loved Mike so it was hard to 
make myself hate him all the time. 


soon 


s, as I was polishing some of the 


long. 


IMMY was six months old when I heard 

- Mike was home on his vacation. and I 
knew that sooner or later we would meet. 
Sure enough. 
ing Timmie to the drug store I saw Mike 
mowing the lawn as I passed their house. 
His back was to me as I came around the 
the first thing he 


one evening as I was wheel- 


corner. When he turned. 
saw was little Timmie propped up on pil- 
lows, looking like a little angel. Mike 
raised his eyes and looked into mine. 

“Looks like doesn’t he?” I 
bitterly. 

Mike looked at Timmie again for a long 
moment, then the 
walked rapidly into the house. 
I threw at his retreating back. 


you, said 


dropping mower, he 

“Coward.” 

I had to pass their house to get to and 
from the stores, but when I came hack, 
there was no sign of Mike. That was the 
last I saw of him until Christmas. Some- 
times I wondered if I had been wise to keep 
Timmie when I dragged my 
home after a hard day’s cleaning. 


weary body 


I could 


have given him away and gone where I 
could have a better job. but that thought 


have 
whole 


didn’t last long. I knew I could never 
given up my Timmie. He was my 
life ; 
each evening made it worth while. 

Holiday festivities had made lots of extra 
work for me and that meant extra money, 
which we needed so much. Dad had been 
almost crippled with arthritis all winter. 
As I dressed Timmy to attend the Christ- 
mas Eve party at church, I was too tired 
to think. I had begged Mother and Daddy 
to take Timmy and go without me, but 
they didn’t want to leave me alone on 
Christmas Eve, so I dressed wearily. When 
I came down stairs, Daddy was waiting to 
drive us to the church. 

At church, everyone gathered in the 
huge dining room for the arrival of Santa 


his eager little face waiting for me 
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Mixed grey.. 






Very smart $17.50 
13.95 Mixed grey $22.50 
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Cly aes 
BARGAIN CHIGNON Curl 7 


PAGS COV Large. Has nylon GLAMOUR 
id * wide, reaches net. Glamorous.  Covars po ll 
rom _ear to eor. | . $2.75 
$2.25 Extra heavy 2.95 Lorge size. only $10.95 


Mixed grey $3. 75 Mixed grey 13.95 


Write today for 1959 HUMANIA book- 
let, a colorful collection showing easy 
ways to keep hair lovely. 


RUMANIA HAIR CO 


Dept. 9-T 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


Mixed grey 3.95 
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Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- 
SIRE .. . a little behind your ears 
. . a little in your hair... 
bit more in some secret place... it 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 
3 about you. You will never want to 

be without it. Quantities are limited 
so one FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 
postage. {f not vena tll send your money right back. 

PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-K 

177 McLean Ave. Yonkers 5, N. Y. 
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Claus. I found a seat in a corner, too tired 
to stand. Daddy had Timmie on his shoul- 
der, so he wouldn’t miss a moment of his 
first Christmas. Suddenly Mike’s voice said 
softly, “Merry Christmas, Ellen.” 

I looked up in amazement. I hadn’t ex- 
pected Mike to speak to me again. 

“May I sit down?” And without waiting 
for an answer, he dropped down beside me. 
We were completely hidden behind the 
crowd standing in front of us watching 
Santa unload his gifts. 

For a brief moment my heart leaped as 
[ stared at him. After all, he was the same 
familiar Mike whom I had loved so madly. 
He looked extremely well in his city 
clothes. I began to feel dowdy and old be- 
side his city smartness. My anger rose. 

“What do you want?” 

“TLet’s go where we can talk.” He rose 
and automatically like one in a stupor, I 
followed him into the chapel where it was 
quiet. 

“T don’t think we have anything to talk 
about.” I found my voice speaking in a 
normal tone. 

“Now wait, Ellen. I can’t blame you for 
feeling as you do, but try and see my side 
of it too. I was sincere in believing as I did. 
Now I know I was wrong.” His brown eyes 
softened. “Mom has a picture of me at the 
age of Timmy and we are as alike as two 
peas in a pod.” 

“You saw that last summer, when you 
dropped the lawn mower and ran.” I 
reminded him. 

“T know. I don’t know what came over 
me. I went straight to the old album and 
looked at my picture. I was sure then, but 
| was a coward.” He dropped his head. 

“It’s real big of you to admit he’s your 
son, after all this time,” I said bitterly. 

“T don’t blame you for being bitter, El- 
len, but it’s Christmas, can’t we forget the 
past and start over?” 

He put his hand on mine, his eyes plead- 
ing, but I snatched mine away. “It’s too 
late.” I told him. “I’ve gone through too 
much.” 

“Ellen, please. It isn’t too late. Timmy is 
just a baby yet and people will forget. 
Besides we won’t even live here. I want to 
take you to Chicago with me. I want to 
take care of you and Timmy.” 

“You don’t want us. You just don’t want 
people to know what a heel you are for 
running out on your own son. It’s pretty 
obvious he is your son,” I reminded him. 

“T deserve that,” Mike said humbly. 
“But can’t you forgive me that one mistake 

no two—” he said. “I should have been 
strong enough to have protected you that 
night.” 

“No, I can’t forgive you. And if you feel 
bad about it now, I’m glad. That’s just 
what I’ve been wanting.” I rose. “You 
couldn’t possibly feel as bad as I have.” As 
{ walked away, I added, “I’m glad you 
wanted to talk to me. I think I'll feel bet- 
ter now.” 

But I couldn’t feel better. I kept remem- 
bering Mike’s soft pleading voice and see- 
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ing the misery in his brown eyes. I never 
told Mother and Daddy about our conver- 
sation. I knew they would say I was wrong 
and I asked myself that same question 
many times in the next two years. 


O YEARS of hard work followed. 

Timmy grew more lovable as he began 

to talk. He had so many of Mike’s ways, it 
almost broke my heart sometimes. 

One Saturday, while I was downtown 
shopping, I heard that Mike was home and 
that he had a new wife with him. The 
gossips’ tongues were wagging, because 
Mike was driving a new sports car and 
didn’t even stay overnight with his folks. 
As one woman put it, “That girl was so 
uppity, she almost held her nose the whole 
time she was here.” 

Somehow I hadn’t thought of Mike 
marrying another girl, and the news of his 
marriage went through me like a knife. I 
felt as though the earth had suddenly gone 
out from under my feet. I dragged myself 
home, told Mother I had a headache and 
went to my room to cry futile tears for the 
foolish girl I had been. A phrase kept com- 
ing into my mind—‘“to err is human; to 
forgive divine.” There had been no forgive- 
ness in my heart and now it was too late. 
I knew that, underneath, I had always 
hoped someday Mike, Timmy and I might 
be a family. We could have been but for 
my stubbornness. 

Another year went by. Mike and his wife 
never visited our little town again. I won- 
dered if his wife refused to come, or if he 
was afraid to bring her where she might 
see his son. 

One night I came home from work to 
find Mother crying. “What’s happened, 
Mother? Is it Timmy?” I was scared. 
Mother didn’t cry easily. 

“Yes, it’s Timmy, but he’s not hurt in the 
way you think. He came in awhile ago and 
asked, ‘Where’s my Daddy? The kids say 
my Mommy is a bad woman because I 
don’t have a Daddy.’” 

“Oh, no.” I cried. 

“Yes,” Mother said. “I’ve been surprised 
it hasn’t happened sooner. There is always 
someone unkind enough to say things like 
that and kids will pick it up.” Mother 
wiped her eyes. “Ellen. think what will 
happen to him when he is old enough to 
understand.” 

Suddenly I realized I hadn’t given much 
thought about how this might affect 
Timmy, about how his life would be with- 
out a father. He might even grow to hate 
me for having brought him into the world. 
I had stayed here in this little town where 
people, most people anyway. were kind be- 
cause they loved my Mom and Dad, but 
suppose Timmy went somewhere else to 
live. How could he fill out an application 
for work when he went out into the world? 
Strangers might not be as kind as the peo- 
ple here. 

I wept inwardly as I looked at Mother’s 
lined, worried face. She had aged ten years 
since I graduated from high school. I hid 


my tears inside till I reached my yy 
then I threw myself on the bed. weep; 
hard. But not in anger this time, more} 
tears of pity, pity for the stupid girl 
had sacrified so much for a vicious des 
for revenge—revenge I didn’t even 
For though it had been as much Mik 
fault as mine, I knew a girl should proj 
her reputation. Our sin had been in loy 
each other wholeheartedly, blindly , 
passionately. For that he had condemp 
me. 

Finally I knew what I must do. I yw 










go away, get a job, then send for Timp 


I too would use the name I had giy 
Timmy and we would make a new life 
ourselves. Timmy must believe that 
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father is dead. I could not let my sin pif more t 


his life. 


THE NEXT morning I told Mother 
my decision. It was just another he; 
break for her, but she agreed it would 
best for Timmy, and that she would 
care of him until I was able to send { 
him. At the station I held Timmy de 


until the last “All Aboard” call came, i 


brown eyes filled with tears but he n 
fully smiled as he waved goodby. 

I had picked St. Louis mainly because 
didn’t know any one who lived there a 
partly because it wasn’t too far away. Ty 
the city was large enough that I was wu 


there must be one job somewhere withinit 


limits that I could call mine. 
I found a room in a cheap place. left 
suitcase and went to the nearest emply 


ment office. They sounded hopeful a} 
Ellen. 
little v 


said they would call me. But I register 
at two more offices to make sure, then 
to my room to await a call. 

The phone rang for three days and eat! 
time I waited expectantly to hear my ni 
shouted from the hall. I didn’t even gos 
to eat, instead taking cold snacks ina 
room. Besides I couldn’t afford to eat: 
cafes until I got a job. When my name 


finally called, I rushed headlong dow} 


stairs, then had to calm myself befor! 
could say, “hello.” 

The crisp voice of the girl at the empl 
ment agency told me there was a filing jt 
open in a loan office, if I was interesté 
Right now I would have been interested! 
a job scrubbing floors. my funds were gf 
ting so low. 

I hastened to the office for an intervie 


My hands were shaking as I filled out ; 
routine application blank and talked 


the manager, Mr. Watson. He told me th 


was just a job filing in a back room, bi} 


that there was a chance to work up. 4 
job in an office sounded like heaven to® 
I was bubbling over with happines 
I rushed home to write Mother the # 
news. Then I sorted through my mei? 

wardrobe, wondering what to wear. I 
have much choice so I picked out my * 
looking dark skirt, borrowed an iron ™) 
the landlady and freshly washed © 
ironed a white blouse. 

I was thrilled anew as I entered the lit 
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jors the next morning and realized with 
1 


ao sense of pride that I was part of this 
. more jifiprganization. Mr. Watson took me to the 
d girl yhifles and introduced me to Rose Murphy. 
ious deafihe showed me what to do and by quitting 


















ime we were good friends. 


even wy : 
ich Mie I worked hard. going to my room at 
uld protelinight to sleep the sleep of the weary. I 
n in loyaiimissed my family and most of all my 
lindly »aTimmy. Sometimes when I woke in the 
condemp norning I could almost feel him warm and 


weet, cuddled up to me, only to wake to 


1. I woulmy dreary, lonely room. I lived for the time 
or Timm could send for Timmy, saving every cent 
had givgil could. On my days off, I checked the cost 


{nursery schools and looked for a better 
place for us to live. I would have to have 
more room for Timmy to move around in. 


ew life j 
> that jj 
1Y sin raph 


FTER FIVE LONG MONTHS, I knew 

A I could get Timmy. Then I asked to 

Mother sik to Mr. Watson about taking time off. 
ther h Iwas all but holding my breath when I 
; would h went into his office. I was afraid he might 
vould Prot let me go and I didn’t see how I could 
may longer to see Timmie. _ ose ' 
camel thought, I have only been here five mont is. 
t heal It was then I learned that the cold busi- 
y. nesslike exterior of a bank does not reveal 
becaus ithe hearts of the people within. Mr. Wat- 
there fio listened with interest as I told him my 
away, Top story, then he asked about my plans for 
[ was sumthe future and assured me it would be all 
- within ieright for me to take all the time I needed. 
Hastily I assured him I couldn’t afford to 

take any more time than necessary with 
ithe added expense of Timmy’s day care. 
“You are due for a raise next month, 


ce, left m 
st empl 
peful a 


registet# Ellen. Perhaps that will relieve you of a 

then we jitle worry about finances,” Mr. Watson 
said kindly. 

and eat! 


My eyes filled. I hadn’t dreamed of a 
wi a raise until I had been there at least a year. 
en 20 0 «: 7 ” 
89" “Oh, thank you so much, Mr. Watson.’ 
ks in 
He gave my shoulder a fatherly pat as 





to eat ip : : : ne 
pe. left, “You’re a good girl. Ellen.” 
aa i His kindness made me feel worse than 
g 
- before “ome of the cold stares folks at home had 
given me. I wasn’t a good girl. I did worse 
e emplip ‘han most sinners. I took revenge into my 
filing jag 0" hands at the expense of my child. I 
nteresttif sighed as I resumed my filing. 
erestedif, The thought of seeing Timmy soon 
were gf pushed my remorse out of my mind. Mr. 
7 > a) . 
Watson told me to take Friday off. so in 
intervi'f just two more days. I would be holding 
' WET: . 
d Mes Timmy in my arms, 
a Late Thursday afternoon. Mr. Watson 
d me thy .. 
me" ‘ame around the corner of the huge stack 
room, Wh Tag 
— where I was filing. “Ellen. you have a 
UP ® | visitor in my office.” 
en to Dep “Oh!” I " 
ee : gasped. my heart pounding. 
pines “Ee “Tin Hee eo : 
the # my. Has something happened to him? 
vIs he alll right 2” 
y meag! q Mr W » . . . 
r i i * Watson smiled. “Goodness, Ellen. 
t my bop es something have to be wrong because 
Vo a 7 ’ 
iron {rep have a visitor? We don’t have many 


hed # personal callers here, but it can be done.” 
€ turned and led the way to his office. 


} . “ipa 
the lore Ut he didn’t go in with me. he went on 


down the hall. giving me another mysteri- 
ous smile. I drew a deep breath and opened 
the door. I frozen in amazement. 
There sat Mike, with Timmy sitting beside 
him. Timmy slid off his chair and ran to 
me. “Hi, Mommy.” 

I picked him up and kissed him, tears 
of joy running down my face. “Timmy, 
Timmy! I’ve missed you so.” 

“IT missed you too. Mommy,” Timmy 
turned to Mike. “I'm glad Daddy could 
bring me.” 

I stared at Mike in silence. I 
happy to have Timmy in my arms again, I 
couldn’t feel anything but gratitude to the 
man who had brought him to me. 

“Please. Ellen.” Mike rose and came to 
us, laying his hand on Timmy’s head. “I’m 
free now. won't another 
chance? Timmy needs us both.” His brown 


stood 


was so 


you give me 
eyes plead with me as he went on. “I know 
now that a girl with your grit would never 
have been easy except out of a deep love. I 
should have protected you. Now I want 
nothing on earth so much as to make a 
home for you and our son.” 

As I looked into Mike’s brown eyes, I 
knew [ still loved him deeply. and that my 
had born of hurt. Tears of 
loneliness and had the 
hatred out of my heart and laid bare my 


hatred heen 


regret washed 
own sin in withholding Mike from his son, 
for revenge. The words flashed through my 
mind again: “To err is human, to forgive 
divine”. surely God would forgive my sin 
and let me begin anew. 

“Yes, Mike.” 
head. “If 
giving girl I have been another chance?” 

Mike couldn’t answer, but his face spoke 


I answered over Timmy’s 


you will give the hard unfor- 


volumes, as he put both arms around us 
and we stood with our tears mingling un- 
til Timmy squirmed restlessly: “You’re 
squeezing me to death.” 

We laughed then and put him down. I 
gave Mike my address and was just going 
back to work. when Mr. Watson entered his 
office. still smiling at me. “Well Ellen, I 
hope you have found that a visitor doesn’t 
always spell something bad.” 

He sent me off for the rest of the day 
with Mike and Timmy. saying ruefully, “It 
looks as though you may not be getting 
that raise after all, Ellen, but I am happy 
that it has turned out this way for you.” 

Mike and I were married that afternoon 
by a minister. Then Mike left the next day 
to return to his job. I would join him as 
soon as I had broken in a new girl to take 
my place. I felt I owed that much to Mr. 
Watson. 

[ still have many moments of regret for 
having been too eager for love. but I can 
only be happy as I watch Timmy and his 
Daddy 
poles on their shoulders, that I didn’t com- 


swing out the door with fishing 


mit a worse crime and keep them apart. 





There is solace too in the knowledge that 
Timmie can hold his head up as he goes 


THE END | 


through life. 
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Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
Tailoring Business Quick 


MAKE 7 $30 
IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
send you this amazing $10.00 
Tailoring Kitabsolutely Free! 
Contains everything you need 
to start you in big-pay Made- 
to-Measure Tailoring Business 
— over 100 Actual Fabrics, Style 
Display of smartest new Suits and 
Coats for men and women, at low 
prices—plus complete money-mak- 
ing plans and equipment. No experience 
needed—just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
orders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 


YOUR OWN SUITS to Wear Without 1c Cost! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
to-Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
how to get yours without paying Ic! 
Mail coupon today for Valuable Tailor- 
ing Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 


W. Z. GIBSON, INC. 


500 S. Throop St., Dept. U-664, Chicago 7, IN. 
[ORR or ee 
W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. U-664 
| 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, tl. 
Rush FREE-and-Postpaid, your valuable $10.00 Tailor- 
I ing Kit 30 I can start makin, money quickly. In- 
clude Actual Fabric Samples, Style Display, mor ey-mak- 
ing plans and details of how I can get my own Suit 
without a penny of cost. 
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The Wages Of Sin 


(Continued from Page 21) 


speak but I put my hand over his mouth. 
“Listen to me, Rod! No one knows we’ve 
been seeing each other, no one suspects 
we're in love. If I sold the Cupboard and 
went away—to California, maybe—and 
then if you just disappeared a few months 
later. no one would ever connect us! That 
way there’d be no scandal to hurt Alice 
or the boys—” 

“But who’d support them?” Rod broke 
in. “I can’t just go away and forget about 
them, Marcy!” 

I thought about that, and then I said 
slowly. “You have that big insurance policy 

If it looked as if you’d committed sui- 
( ide, Rod ee nas 

“Marcy!” His face mirrored his shock. 
“What are you saying?” 

“Besides the insurance, you could leave 
everything else you have to Alice and the 
boys.” I rushed on, seeing the plan unfold 
before me like a road-map. “We could 
start over! I’d have a little money. It 
shouldn’t be hard to fake a suicide. Cer- 
tainly everyone would feel you had reason 
enough! Don’t you see?” I shook him a 
little in my urgency. “It would seem so 
logical! And we’d be free, Rod, free to 
live!” 

Rod was silent for a time. Then he said. 
almost to himself, “There might be enough 
for a few years—with her folks’ help .. . 
and eventually they would have the insur- 
.’ He broke off, as if he had just 
waked up. “Marcy, we couldn’t do it! 
Why. it’s crazy—it’s dishonest. . . . And 
even then I couldn’t legally marry you. 


”» 


BRC « « 


you know. . . 

“T don’t care,” I cried. “In my heart I’d 
he married to you, and that’s all I ask of 
life—just to be with you.” 

He groaned and turned away from me. 
“Marcy. be sensible!” 

“You don’t love me.” I accused, begin- 
ning to cry. I had no pride left, no sense of 
honesty or decency—nothing was left but 
my love for Rod, my need to be with him. 
to have him need me. 

His arms came around me then. “I do 
love you.” he said gently. “Marcy, it’s you 
I’m thinking of. Sooner or later the in- 
surance company would have to pay off 
anyway. But if anything went wrong.” 

“Tt won’t.” I insisted eagerly. “We'll 
plan every detail, right down to the last 
thing! Oh, Rod, just think! We’ll be free! 
Free to be happy, to have each other. We 
could even have a family, darling.” 

“A family,” he repeated in a whisper. 
His voice was heavy with longing and I 
knew I had won. “A normal home—you 
don’t know how I’ve missed having a home. 
Marcy.” 

And so again I talked him into it. J 


© 
IO 


talked him into it. Vl have to remember 


that always. ... 

Sitting there in the quiet intimacy of 
the car, the river rumbling below us, we 
laid our plans. I would sell the Cupboard 
and move to California. Six months later 
Rod was to park his car in this very same 
spot. It would be spring then, with the 
river flowing so swiftly out to sea it 
wouldn’t seem strange when they didn’t 
find his body. He was to appear despond- 
ent for weeks, hinting of suicide. He 
would leave a note in the car and his coat 
on the river bank. He would have arranged 
to have his savings and his shop—he had a 
lot of valuable tools and equipment—all 
in good shape, all willed to Alice and the 
boys. And after seven years there would 
be his insurance—after seven years he 
would be declared legally dead. We even 
planned the exact date and place where we 
would meet in Los Angeles. 

Or, to be honest, let me say I did the 
planning, and Rod agreed. 

We said goodbye that night. there on 
the river bank, agreeing not to see each 
other again until it was all over. We 
kissed. our lips clinging. our arms holding 
each other tightly. I was crying, but ex- 
citement beat like a wild bird in my breast. 

“You’re sure, Marcy?” Rod whispered. 
holding me a little away and looking 
anxiously down at me. “You’re sure this 
is how you want it? You won’t regret it?” 

“Regret it, darling? I can stand any- 
thing—except not having you.” 

And so we parted. 


NDER THE PRESSURE of excite- 

ment and the agony of waiting and 
suspense, the next six months were like a 
nightmare. I had no trouble selling the 
Cupboard. no trouble getting a job in Los 
Angeles. But oh. the waiting! Yes. and 
the torturing doubts. What if something 
went wrong? What if he changed his 
mind? I wrote now and then to a couple 
of the girls I had known but I didn’t dare 
write to Rod, and of course they never 
mentioned him. 

I kept reminding myself we weren't 
hurting anyone. Alice didn’t know Rod 
anymore: his boys were forgetting him, 
they were happy with their grandparents. 
Rod had every right to take his freedom 
in the only way he could. And I loved him 
so! I would make him so happy, I would 
be so good to him... . 

It ended at last, the waiting and sus- 
pense. The day we had agreed on came. 
and like a miracle come true, he came 
striding across the hotel lobby, straight to 
my arms. I tried to go to meet him, but my 
knees were too weak. I stood there laugh- 


ing and crying like a fool, until his won. 
derful arms held me close. 

“Rod, oh, darling, is it really you?” 

“Marcy. Marcy, sweetheart!” 

Finally we went into the hotel coffee 
shop and sat down at a table. I wa 
shocked to see how much older he looked, 
There were deep lines in his face that 
hadn’t been there six months before 
Never mind, I thought, I’d soon erase those. 
I'd make it all up to him, all the cruel 
jabs life has given him. 

I made myself smile. “I thought you'd 
never get here. Talk about brides’ jitters!” 

When he didn’t respond I said anxiously, 
“Did everything go all right? I mean— 
the suicide and all?” 

He nodded. “As far as I know it went as 
we planned. Of course we won’t be sur 
until you hear from someone back there,” 
Then he grinned wryly. “But even a fake 
suicide is a strain, I found. I feel like a 
dead man! Never again, Marcy.” 

“Never again.” I echoed. “The bad par 
is all behind us now. darling. From here 
on—only happiness.” 

If T could have seen ahead then... 

T had quit my job and given up my room. 
telling the landlady to forward any mail to 
eeneral delivery. Oh. I’d been careful! 
I'd been so sure I’d thought of everything 
“No strings. Rod.” TI told him happily. 
“We've cut them all!” 


7 E RENTED a small furnished apari: 
ment in an inexpensive section. and. 
after allowing ourselves a week’s heaven) 


honeymoon, Rod began to look for work | 


The best jobs were out. of course. with nm 
references and only a vague invented pas. 
So it wasn’t easy. Rod kept trying, but 
after the first week I could see he was 
getting worried. I had some money saved. 
and we had to dip into that for expenses 

Two weeks after he’d come. I got a letter 
from Lila Everson, one of the girls back 
home. I tore it open with shaking fingers 

“Big news this time.” she wrote. “Re 
member Rod Kellog. the carpenter wh 
did your remodelling—the one whose wilt 
is insane? Looks like he committed suicide 
a couple weeks back. They haven’t foun! 
his body yet, but he jumped in the river 
and you know how fast it runs this time 
year. with melting snow and all. The 
found his car and a note. and he’d mai 
everything over to his wife a few days be 
fore. He’d talked about putting an end! 
things, too. Well. no one here blames his 
much. He really hadn’t much to look for 
ward to... .” 

So we had got away with it! Both Rol 
and I gave a huge sigh of relief when ¥ 
read that. I'll admit it gave me a weiti 
sad feeling to read of Rod’s “death” lit 
that: it made it seem so horribly real. Bi 
overshadowing all that was the relief. We 
knew it was a serious matter legally to# 
what Rod had done. We knew how tongu® 
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“It’s a lucky omen, Rod,” I said happily. 
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“You aren't sorry. are -you. darling?” I 
asked fearfully. 

He looked up at me thoughtfully. “Sor- 
ry?” he repeated. “Oh, no. Only it’s fun- 
ny, thinking of her at home with the boys 

and me here. .. .” 

[ realized then that he was missing his 
family. I wouldn’t face the fact then that 
iny shock might have jarred Alice back to 
sanity, that Rod might be thinking that— 
that if Rod had waited. No, I didn’t dare 
face that. Instead I began to pray fran- 
tically that God would bless us soon with a 
child. I didn’t stop to remember that a 
baby born to us would be illegitimate, 
despite our love. I wasn’t thinking of the 
baby at all, only of Rod and my aching 
love for him, and my need to give him a 
substitute for all I had robbed him of. 

For several days Rod seemed strangely 
uiet and withdrawn. He was with me, yet 
some part of him wasn’t there at all. It 
made me feel lost and scared. I tried ex- 
tra hard to be sweet and loving to him, do- 
ing everything to please him. I wanted to 
isk him what was wrong, but I was afraid 
to. 

Then one night, about two weeks after 
we got the news about Alice, Rod said out 
of a clear sky, “Well, one thing is sure. I 
can’t ever go back now.” 

! was washing dishes as he finished his 
cup of coffee. I turned and looked at him 
in stunned amazement. “Go back?” 

“To Alice,” he said impatiently, as if I 
should have known. 

I said stiffly, “I thought we both knew 
that.” 

“T don’t mean for legal reasons,” he said. 
“T mean because the shock of it might 
throw her into a relapse.” He stared at his 
cup for a minute. Then he looked at me 
ind grinned, a funny, twisted smile. “So 
I guess you’re stuck with me, hon,” he said. 

I managed to smile and say, “Suits me!” 
| turned quickly back to the dishes so he 
wouldn’t see my tears. He’d actually been 
thinking he might go back some day! 

But at least after that day he didn’t talk 
so much about Alice or the boys. He 
seemed more content, more settled. And no 
wife ever tried harder to make her man 
happy than I did. Now that I had known 
Rod’s love, I felt I'd rather die than lose 
him! 


"WO MONTHS LATER the miracle 

happened, I became pregnant. I was 
nearly out of my mind with joy. and when 
[ told Rod he was as thrilled and proud as 
any father could be. 

It was as if that day marked a turning 
point for us. I had a wonderful pregnancy. 
I didn’t have a sick day, and even the 
labor wasn’t difficult. When I held small 
Billy in my arms and looked up into Rod’s 
beaming face I thought my heart would 
burst with happiness. If there was one 
trace of remaining regret in Rod I honestly 
couldn’t see it. 

The next few months were pure bliss. 
We didn’t have much money, our apart- 
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ment was shabby and our clothes worn. 
But we didn’t care. We had each other 
and our baby. 

There was just one tiny cloud on our 
horizon, and at first it was so small we 
could ignore it. Billy wasn’t a strong baby, 
and he didn’t develop as fast as he should. 
He didn’t even crawl until he was a year 
old. We told ourselves he was just slow, 
he’d be all right. But when he began to 
bang into furniture we couldn’t fool our- 
selves any longer. Something was wrong 
with Billy! 

“You’ve got to take him to a doctor and 
see what’s wrong, Marcy,” Rod said one 
night when Billy had hit his head an awful 
bump on an open door he hadn’t seen. 

I rocked Billy in my arms. soothing him. 
and worry made my voice sharp. “What 
will we use for money?” The last of my 
savings had gone to pay bills when he was 
born, we had no reserves at all. 





My Love 


Love me my dear—— 

For I’ve been lonely in the past, 

Shhhhhh, you hear my 
heart— 

It’s beating awfully fast 


can’t 


Whisper my love— 

So others cannot hear. 

Wait—a voice above 

Says I have naught to fear 
—Dorothine Reynolds 





I saw Rod’s lips tighten. “Let me worry 
about that.” he snapped. “You just get 
him to a doctor.” 

So with a heavy heart I made an appoint- 
ment with a doctor. And after careful tests 
we learned the horrible truth. 

Billy had a brain tumor. It was growing 
fast; an immediate operation was his only 
chance for life! 

“Oh. no!” I gasped, feeling stunned and 
faint. “An operation—why, he’s only a 
baby.” 

“It is his only chance for life,” the doc- 
tor repeated quietly. “And at that it will 
have to be soon.” Then he added hesitant- 
ly, “I’m afraid it will be expensive; will 
you be able to handle it, or would you like 
to have me arrange for clinic care through 
a public assistance bureau?” 

I looked at Rod, and he looked at me. 
In his eyes I saw the same sudden terror 
that flared in my own heart. Public as- 
sistance—why, that would involve ques- 
tions, digging into our past! And we 
couldn’t afford to arouse curiosity, any 
more than we could afford to answer their 
questions. As for paying it ourselves, that 
was completely hopeless. Thousands of 
dollars! 

Finally Rod said in a strained voice, 


“We'll have to think it over, doctor. We’}| 
come back.” 

The doctor’s last words as we left were. 
“Don’t wait long. Even a few days cay 
mean the difference between life and death 
in a case like this.” 

We took Billy home and I put him to 
bed, my helpless tears dripping on his 
small sweet face. Rod and I didn’t go to 
bed that night; we talked all night, trying 
to find the answer. 

“T wouldn’t even mind facing the music 
and going to prison—for him,” Rod said 
desperately. “But that would mean Alice 
would know, and God knows what would 
happen to her! And the scandal—the boys 

. and the lie—the disgrace to all of 
them. . . .” He pounded a fist into his 
palm. “But we can’t let Billy die either. 
Marcy, what can we do?” 

His ery was an echo of the agony in my 
own heart. 

“T don’t know,” I moaned. “Darling. | 
don’t know.” 

But I did know. Somewhere deep inside 
of me I knew. Always, until now. I had 
thought of Billy as my gift to Rod. I had 
prayed for a baby to make up to Rod for 
his other children. To hold Rod to me! 
Now I was thinking of Billy as a person in 
his own right. I was seeing what a dread. 
ful thing we had done in having him— 
parents like us, who couldn’t be married. 
Rod and I were adults. We had gone into 
this relationship with our eyes open, know- 
ing that we were doing wrong both before 
God and man, no matter how we tried to 
reason it away. If pain came to us as a re- 
sult we deserved it. But we had no right 
to invite a baby into our lives, to share our 
stigma. Certainly we had no right to make 
Billy suffer for our sin. He deserved his 
chance at life. If our sin cut us off from 
helping him, we’d have to give him to 
someone who could do for him what we 
couldn’t. 


S MORNING grayed the night sky I 
** told Rod my plan. At first he fought 
against it, just as my heart did. But after 
we'd talked until we were hoarse, we knew 
it was the only way. We had to give Billy 
away. But to do it. we had to take him to 
some town where there was no chance of 
his being traced back to us. 

That week we ran away again. Moving 
as unobstrusively as we could, we packed 
our few belongings and Rod quit his job. 
Then I took Billy in my arms and we got 
into the car and headed for a big city in 
the Midwest. 

I'll remember that trip forever. Every 
time the wheels turned they seemed to be 
running over my heart. And yet there wa 
the awful feeling of urgency, knowin: 
Billy’s life hung in the balance. As ! 
cuddled him tenderly close to my breast ! 
kept looking down into his wee face, and 
I thought I could see him losing ground by 
the hour. “Hurry!” I kept telling Rod. 
“We've got to get him there soon!” 

He looked at me with suffering stamped 
deep on his face. “I’m doing seventy now. 
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We don’t want cops to stop us, you know.” 

The last night we drove all night. We 
reached the city at quarter of five in the 
morning. We hadn’t driven far along the 
nearly empty streets before we saw a 
church, its cross-topped spire pointing 
heavenward. When we reached it Rod 
looked at me, and slowly I nodded my 
head. He pulled up to the curb and 
stopped. 

I looked down at our son, sleeping sweet- 
ly in my arms. Great, aching sobs began 
to churn in me, but I held them back 
sternly. When you sinned you had to pay. 
And if your sin hurt others you did all you 
could to make it right. That was what we 
had to do now, for Billy... . 

Carefully, I put him in Rod’s arms. Then 
I reached in my purse and took out the 
note I had written, the note that said, “I 
am an unmarried mother who can’t care 
for her baby any longer. He is sick. 
Please get him to a doctor.” 

I pinned the note to Billy’s blanket. For 
one long moment Rod and [I looked into 
each other’s eyes, and between us flowed a 
world of things we could never say in 
words. Shame, grief, remorse, love. The 
knowledge of our wrong-doing, the agony 
of giving up our son, the knowing we dared 
have no more children—other babies to be 
born-under the shadow of our sin. Then 
together we got out of the car and went 
into the church. 

Three of us went in. Only Rod and I 
came out. We left Billy, still sleeping, in a 
pew at the front of the church. Nearby 
was a statue of Mary, her hands clasped 
in prayer. It helped, seeing that; surely 
in this holy place no harm could come to a 
helpless baby! 


HE NEWSPAPERS told us the story. 

The priest found Billy soon after we left 
him, still sleeping. He’s been taken to a 
hospital for a check-up. It was hoped the 
mother would reconsider and come to 
claim her baby. 

The next day there was another story. 
Billy had been found in need of surgery; 
an operation had been performed. His con- 
dition was fair. Fair! That meant he 
could die! Somehow I hadn’t thought of 
that—that he might die anyway. My baby 
might die, and I couldn’t go to him—I 
didn’t even dare telephone, for fear some- 
one might ferret out our secret. All I could 
do was wait. And pray... 

Wait and pray. Two days, five days, a 
week. But thank God I could find out 
through the newspapers that carried the 
pleas of the Sisters for the return of the 
baby’s mother. The accounts told how 
they were praying for Billy too. 

Then suddenly, before I knew the out- 
come of the surgery, there were other tra- 
gedies to fill up the papers. Search as I 
did, day after day, I couldn’t find any 
mention of little Billy. Had he died? 
Where was he? Who was caring for him? 
I couldn’t stand not knowing. Secretly, 
not telling Rod, who said we'd given up 


even our right to know, I called the Con- 
vent from a phone on the other side of the 
city. I said I'd taken an interest in the case 
and wanted to know if it had turned out 
all right. The nun who answered said the 
baby was out of danger—and that he was 
being cared for by a fine. childless family 
who were taking steps toward adoption. 
Then she tried to get my name. I just hung 
up and slipped out of the drugstore, mov- 
ing furtively among the crowd. My whole 
being was drenched in shame and regret. 

That night when I told Rod he held me 
close in his arms. In our bed in the hotel 
room where we stayed, we both cried. The 
next day we left town the way we had 
come—quietly, in the gray dawn. 

We settled in a town less than a hundred 
miles from the city where we abandoned 
our son. We rented another little apart- 
ment. Rod hunted for work again, and 
finally found a job as truck driver for a 
produce company. 

Once more we faced a new beginning. 
But how different it was this time. Now 
we had neither joy nor hope. And deep in 
my heart I knew the fault was mine. All 
of it. It was I who had got Rod into this. 
I had suggested our secret meetings, I had 
thrown myself at Rod, offering to live with 
him without marriage. I had planned the 
fake suicide, the fraud. I had prayed for 
a son. And now I was paying. 

As the weeks passed I knew I had lost 
more than my son. I had lost Rod too. Oh, 
he was still there. we still lived together 
and slept together and ate and talked. But 
I had Jost him in the only way that meant 


anything—I had lost his love. I don’t 
mean he had turned against me. It was 


more as if something in him had died. 
Maybe it had, at that. A lie will always 
kill that which is fine and true. I should 
have known that living a lie would one 
day kill our love. Rod had tried so hard 
to do right, and I had talked him into doing 
wrong. This was my punishment. 

But this was only part of it. “The wages 
of sin is death.” The death-angel had 
touched Billy—then, thank the good Lord, 
spared him. But it wasn’t all over yet. 

It didn’t end until the day a policeman 
came to my door to tell me there had been 
an accident. Rod’s truck had swerved off 
the highway. and Rod was dead. 

“Tt’s a funny thing.” the policeman said, 
his eyes searching my face keenly. “There 
was no reason for an accident to happen on 
that stretch. No traffic. nothing wrong. He 
wasn’t even speeding. There wouldn’t be 
any reason why he would—well—” 

I clung to the door for support. I said 
hoarsely. “You mean, why he would want 
to—kill himself? Oh no, not that! We 
were very happy. we had no troubles—” 

I convinced the authorities. They de- 
cided he had gone to sleep at the wheel. 
But I'll never be able to convince myself. 
I'll never know, Ill never know... . 

And now at long last I finally know 
what it is to be really alone. Alone. Alone! 


THE END 
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I'm Tired Of Being Good 


(Continued from Page 16) 


belts and flowers and colored scarfs to 
alter as much as I could the horrible crea- 
tions I had to wear. 

“Daddy, please—”, I begged with out- 
stretched hands. 

His tombstone words dropped coldly one 
by one—“If you are not satisfied with 
vour mother making your dress, then you 
may stay home. That is final.” 

The hurt in my chest nearly suffocated 
me. I would stay home. I’d have to. I 
couldn’t embarrass Jim like that. I got up 
from the table slowly and went to my room. 

The next day at school I told Jim I 
couldn’t go to the dance. The look of 
shocked surprise on his rugged face hurt 
like a toothache. I had not planned on 
telling him the reason I wasn’t going, but 
he demanded a reason. He took me by the 
arm and led me to a corner in the hall and 
whispered fiercely, “I've got a right to 
know why you don’t want to go with me. 
[ thought you were my steady.” 

[ tried to explain, but the tears threat- 
ened to run down my cheeks and I kept 
until finally Jim said, “Is 
You can’t have a new dress?” 


swallowing 
THAT all? 

[ nodded. 

“For crying out loud, you'll be the pret- 
tiest girl there. even if you wear a gunny 
sack.” He touched my hair lightly and 
hope flared in my heart. I wanted so very 
much to go. 

“Do you mean it?” I asked. 

His voice had a precious note of tender- 
ness as he said, “Sure.” He took my hand 
and walked me to my class. 

\ivy feet had wings, and hope flowered 
n my heart. I called Mother at the end 
of that class and asked her to meet me 
downtown after school to get the material 
for my dress. 

She cleared her throat a couple of times 
hefore she said. “Melinda. your father said 
to use this piece of white nylon I have. 
Ir'll save money.” I hung up the phone 
and laid my head against the wall and 
sobbed. Orchid chiffon, regal lace in warm 
ereen, rustling taffeta in coral—and me— 
in white. How out of place can you get? 
Then Jim’s face with his crooked grin 
floated in front of me. I could recapture 
his tone as he said, “You'll be the prettiest 
irl there.” Wearily I opened the door to 
the phone booth and went to my next class. 

[ guess it could have been worse—but 
{ don’t know how. The dress turned out 
like all the others—not a seam was differ- 
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ent. Plenty of hem to let out—a little 
sleeve to keep it decent. then Mother 
thought she was really helping when she 
bought a vard of material of baby blue 
and made—of all things—a sash. It tied 
in a big bow in the back and I felt like 
Alice in Wonderland. 


REPLACED my make-up three times 

the night of the dance. Every time it was 
streaked with tears I could not control 
when I saw myself in the glass. There was 
nothing I could do with my hair but wind 
a wreath of white flowers in it. I had 
hoped so much I could get it cut. 

I flung the door open when Jim knocked 
and stood there outlined in the light so he 
could get a good look before he took my 
coat off at the dance. If he wanted to skip 
it. | didn’t blame him. 

He didn’t change his expression at all 
as he said “Ready, Lindy?” Then softly. 
“You look nice.” His words were balm 
to my bruised heart. I got my coat and 
somehow managed a smile as he helped 
me into it. 

Laughter and the warm feeling of gaiety 
greeted us a half block from the dance. 
The ballroom looked so festive and some 
of the kids were so dressed up you had 
to look twice to see who they were. Jim 
and I stood on the sidelines and chatted 
for a few minutes, and as each girl went 
by my heart shrank a little more. Then 
the -music started and Jim held out his 
arms to me. I was so conscious of my out- 
landish appearance I could not follow him 
at all, and kept stumbling and saying “ex- 
cuse me.” IT thought the music would never 
end so [I could flatten myself against the 
wall. After an endless session, the dance 
ended. I almost pulled Jim off the dance 
floor to a corner. Several of the kids went 
by giggling. and called out to us. “Isn't 
this fun?” 

“Looks like they’ve been 
punch bowl.” Jim said with a grin. “Would 
you care for a drink?” 

The word “No” was on the tip of my 
tongue. [ had heard some of the fellows 
Auto- 
matically and impulsively [T bit it back and 
merely nodded in agreement. Jim excused 
himself and reappeared almost at once 
with two glasses. I gulped the drink down. 
It made my throat tingle a little. but after 
all the things father had said [ expected 
it to burn so. I would almost go up in 
flames. Jim looked at me rather oddly 
and said. “You sure got rid of that quick 
Again I 


hitting the 


say they had “spiked” the punch. 


—would you like another?” 


nodded. 


Jim found us a couple of chairs and we 


sat down. Every time I thought he was 
going to ask me to dance I asked him fo 
another drink. I just couldn’t get on thy 
dance floor again in my horrible dress 

I lost count of the number of cups of 
punch I had, but my head began to fee 
real light and everything was funny. I had 
never realized before tonight what a quick 
tongue I had. At first Jim seemed to enjoy 
it. then he grew strangely quiet. [ tried 
harder than ever to make him laugh. Fip. 
ally he turned to me and said. “If you 
don’t care to dance. do you mind if I dance 
one with Sylvia?” 

Of course not, why should T mind if he 
danced with Sylvia with her chic hair-cy 
that set off her beautiful hair and mak 
it look like a cap molded to her head. Her 
dress was flowing black lace over ice gree 
taffeta. She looked beautiful and I hated, 
hated her. I tried not to let my eyes folloy 
them as they danced. She looked up at 
Jim and said something to him. He ben 
his head to her mouth to catch her wor 
and then their laugh drifted back to me 
My heart twisted until TI felt like crying 
out. Fred, a shy boy from my biology 
class, was standing near me and T turned 
to him and said gaily, “How about getting 
me a cup of punch?” 

He looked grateful at having something 
to do and scurried away in the crowd. The 
dance ended. Instead of coming back to 
me, I saw Jim change partners with Bill 
Connelly. Bill had been dancing with his 
“steady” and the four of them looked s 
right together as they stood and chatted 
for a moment before the music started. 
Without so much as a glance in my diree- 
tion, Jim danced with Flora. 

Fred came back and gave me the drink 
I had sent him after. I tried desperatel 
to make conversation with him. I knew. 
being as shy as he was, that he was ill-at- 
ease, but most of all I wanted to keep 
from thinking about Jim and his clean cul 
good looks, out on the dance floor witha 
girl that complemented his appearance: 
not one who made him look like a fool. 

Bob Harris, brawny halfback of the foot 
ball team, passed us and waved to me and 
shouted happily, “Hi Lindy—live it up te 
night gal.” I nodded and tried to smik 
brightly while tears threatened to strangle 
me, 

“Why do you let them call you Lind. 
when you have such a beautiful name?” 
Fred asked quietly as he stood by my side. 

“Beautiful?” I exclaimed. “I hate it 
It’s old fashioned—just like me.” I ended 
bitterly. 

“It fits you, but it isn’t old fashioned.” 
he said determindly. 

I don’t know what my reply would have 
been had Terry Watkins not passed jus 
then and said, “What's the matter. Lindy— 
don’t you know how to dance?” I clenched 
my fist, controlling the itch in the palm 
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face. She taunted me with, “You'll lose 
your man, dear.” 

‘How can I explain my actions? I 
searched my soul for an answer as to why 
| did the awful thing I did then. 

“Sure I can dance”. I hollered back at 
her. “I can keep my man and get yours 
too.” My head was like a vacuum respond- 
ing only to the imprisonment of the throb- 
hing, gripping music. I walked to the 
center of the floor, held my arms above 
my head. then slowly followed the lines 
of my body, I swayed and dipped to the 
heat of the music. Here and there I heard 
an embarrassed laugh. then the room grew 
silent. The orchestra glided into the seduc- 
tive beat of Moonglow. I never missed a 
step. The room grew quiet and the crowd 
stepped back to give me room. I heard 
someone whisper. “She’s really good.” 

It didn’t matter what they said. 
doing something I had always wanted to 
do. I couldn’t explain it. The guilty feel- 
ing I had always had about dancing was 
gone. I was alive only to the music. I 
reached up the back of my dress and with 
dress—two 

The gasp 


I was 


one movement unzipped my 
more steps and I was out of it. 
from the crowd was as one. I dipped and 
swayed and glided to the music. I caught 
sight of Fred’s eyes as he watched me, and 
I almost giggled as I thought, “Bet I could 
knock his eyes off with a stick.” 

Bob Harris. 
now, said half aloud, 
body.” 

How can they tell—with my slip on, I 
wondered. As soon as I thought of it I 
pulled it over my head. then let it drop 
slowly to the floor. You could have heard 
a pin drop. 

Then there was a hurting grasp on my 
arm, and I was literally jerked off my feet. 
Jim’s handsome face was twisted almost 
heyond recognition with the scowl he wore. 
and he said in a voice that made my blood 
freeze. “Here is your coat. Put it on.” 
With that he shoved my arms in my coat 
and dragged me unresisting off the dance 
floor. Pulling me behind him, he led me 
to his car, opened the door and almost 
pushed me in. Then he threw my clothes 
inon my lap. Like an automaton I put 
them on. Presently he came around to his 
side of the car and got in. My head flopped 
back as he took off. We rode in terrible 
silence. Then like someone lifting a cur- 
tain, I saw myself as I had been. I covered 
my face with my hands and cried, deep 
hurting sobs. Oh what had I done? 

‘Td cry too if I were you, you little 
tramp,” he spat at me. 

I could only cry harder. 
explain to him. “Jim,—please—I—.” 

“Shut up,” he ordere d roughly. “There 
is nothing you can say.” Then in a softer 
tone he said, almost to himself, “To think 

thought you were different. You weren’t 
the cheap looking kind of gal that was 
always trying to look ‘sexy’.” 


looking completely sober 
“What a beautiful 


I wanted to 


I was simply horrified when he went on, 
When 
you opened the door for me I thought you 
looked like an angel all dressed in your 
-some angel you turned out 


“IT was so proud of you tonight. 


white dress 
Guess I learned a Jot tonight like 
they say. ‘still water runs deep’.” He 
just kept talking. I had to stop him. 
“Listen to me. Jim. oh please listen just 
then I'll never try to talk to you 
Words poured out of me. I 
had no idea I could ever talk like that. 
When I finished telling Jim everything, 
simply everything. I hated my 
own father when he wouldn’t let me be 
like other girls. T felt lighter. For the 
first time I could see——-really see and un- 
derstand that my 


to be. 


once, 


again 


even how 


in his own way 
protect me. Had 
keep me good and I had 
spoiled it so that my terrible 


father 
had been trying to 
wanted to 
spoiled it: 
actions would cause him pain and embar- 
heartbreak. I had really 
ruined everything. But how could I have 
guessed that Jim felt that way about me? 
The enormity of what T had done rolled 
caught in on ocean. 
I just wished I would 
again. I 


rassment and 


over me like I was 
I wished I was dead. 
friends 


never have to face my 


held my aching head in my hands. 

I stiffened when T felt Jim’s arms go 
around my shoulder. His voice was tender 
though as he said. “I guess you’re telling 
me the truth. Melinda. I can see where 
I am partly to blame—”. I tried to pro- 
test. but he put his fingers gently over my 
lips and said. “Let me finish. I should 
have asked you not to drink. I knew you 
hadn’t. And IT knew how your father felt 
about it. And TI shouldn’t have left you 
to dance with someone else—but you see— 
when you had such a hard time following 
me tonight. I thought you didn’t want to 
dance with me.” 

My heart felt like it had been warmed 
by the soft glow of a candle. How won- 
derful of Jim to assume some _ responsi- 
bility for the degrading thing I had done. 
The tears that flowed down my cheeks as 
I threw myself in his arms were healing 
ones. I knew with a knowledge that comes 
from the heart. not from years. that I loved 
Jim. Loved him so that all I wanted was 
to have him share that love. 

He held me to him tightly and whis- 
“Tt won’t be easy to face 
make it. 


pered fiercely. 
the crowd. darling—but we'll 
It'll never happen again.” 

And it won’t—hbecause from now on we 
will understand one another. We'll know 
what is in our heart. His kiss was a won- 
derful symbol of true love awakened—and 
it hadn’t been so im- 
portant to me to have been “one of the 
gang” I knew I must face the consequences 
of what I had done, then wait for the scars 


to heal. 


oh how I wished 


To heal with love’s balm. 


THE END 
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My Dangerous Secret 


(Continued from Page 27) 


school—a cold, self-centered girl. But she 
must have found someone to love her, I 
thought, noting with a stab of envy that 
she was noticeably pregnant. Always be- 
fore when I had run into any of the girls 
I'd known there I had avoided them all I 
could. But seeing Jenny pregnant aroused 
i morbid desire in me to talk to her, listen 
to her plans for her baby. Just to torture 
myself, I guess, the way you bite on a sore 
tooth. 

So I walked up to her as she stood look- 
ing into a window filled with baby clothes 
and touched her arm, smiling at her a little 
uncertainly, for you never knew where you 
stood with Jenny. 

“Hello there!” I said hesitantly. “Aren’t 
you Jenny Brewster? Were, that is,” I 
added hastily, “since you’re obviously Mrs. 
somebody now!” 

It was the wrong thing to say. She turned 
ind looked at me sourly. “Oh, hello, Be- 
linda.” she said, my old name sounding 
strange as she said it. “And I’m still just 
plain Jenny Brewster. You can cut the 
missus stuff.” 

[ felt my face burn. “Oh!” I fumbled 
helplessly. “I thought—I mean—” 

“You mean I’m pregnant,” she said cold- 
ly. “Well, you don’t have to be married to 
cet that way, you know. I’m not. Want to 
make something of it?” 

“Of course not!” I said quickly. “Listen. 
why don’t we have a cup of coffee, just for 
old times’ sake?” 

“Why not?” she agreed indifferently. “I 
ot nothing to do and all day to do it.” 
going to have a baby—and not 
narried! In my mind a wonderful plan 
vas already forming. I felt a crazy excite- 

ent choke me as I steered her toward a 
mall. quiet coffee shop where we could 
it and talk. Glancing at her from the 
orner of my eye, I saw that her clothes 
were shabby. her shoes worn, and her face 
had the pinched look that goes with not 
enough to eat. All of a sudden my mind 
vas clear as a bell and working like a 
clock. 

ft was after lunch time, but she didn’t 
need any urging to order a sandwich. It 
was easy to see that she was hungry. Not 
just for food, but for someone to be inter- 
ested in her, enough to listen. It was easy 
to get her story, too. It was an old story, 
at that. The married man who had hired 
her as a waitress in his cafe, had made 
promises, had made love—and then had 
kicked her out. 

“Why didn’t you take him to court?” I 
demanded indignantly. 

She laughed. “Are you kidding? Me, 
suing a respectable business man? Not a 
girl with a record. honey.” 
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lenny 


I felt myself flush with sympathetic an- 
ger. I knew only too well what she meant 
—TI had been through it, too! 

Everything she said made my excitement 
grow greater. I asked carefully. “What are 
your plans after the baby comes?” 

She shrugged. “Give it away—what 
else?” 

Even in all my excitement. her callous- 
ness shocked me. I tried not to show it. 
but I guess I did, for I saw her flinch. and 
she demanded angrily. “Well, what would 
you do in my place? [ sure can’t care for a 
kid—even if I wanted one! And just for 
the baby’s sake, if it comes to that—what 
chance would it have with me? Nope. my 
mind’s made up on that. If I can get by 
till it gets here.” 

I set my coffee cup down and took a deep 
breath, trying to still the trembling inside 
of me. “Jenny, how much would you need 
to take care of your expenses until the 
baby gets here?” 

She was eating greedily. too preoccupied 
to pay much attention to what I said. “Oh. 
T don’t know—five hundred. maybe—it’s 
three months yet. Might as well be five 
thousand, though, when I haven’t got it.” 

T reached across the table and touched 
her hand. “Jenny. I'll give you five hun- 
dred dollars—if you'll give me your baby 
as soon as it’s born.” 

She pushed back her plate and stared at 
me with narrowing eyes, her face tight and 
suspicious. “Say that again.” she ordered. 

I did, adding the explanation that I 
couldn’t have any of my own. I didn’t say 
anything about trying to adopt one. Know- 
ing Jenny, I was afraid she’d up her price 
if she knew I was really eager. 

“Done!” she said promptly. “How’ll we 
work it?” 

Excited though I was. I was a little star- 
tled at her prompt acceptance of my sug- 
gestion. It might have been a kitten she 
was disposing of! But I reminded myself 
quickly that that made it all the better— 
having her as eager to get rid of it as I was 
to have it! How tickled Jerry would be— 

A sudden wave of doubt swept over me. 
He would be tickled, wouldn’t he? Or 
would he be unwilling to take a chance 
on a child of Jenny’s? Would he have 
some notion it might not turn out well? 

I said slowly, my mind in a whirl, “I'll 
have to think about it. make some plans. 
And I'll have to talk to Jerry—” 

“You won’t back out, will you?” she 
demanded. “I’d hate to think I had it all 
settled. and then get stuck with the kid!” 

I stared at her. hardly able to believe 
my ears. What a way to talk about her 
own baby! Why. that child—-My 
eyes went to her thickened waistline. I 


poor 


felt almost as if the baby was snuggled 
in my body, not hers! A wave of protective 
maternalism pulsed through me, leaving 
me weak and shaken. I had to have this 
haby! 

“No,” I said. “I won't back out. I jug 
want time to work out the details and dis. 
cuss it with Jerry. I'll meet you here— 
say, day after tomorrow, with the plans all 
made, subject to your approval. Okay?” 

She left reluctantly. I knew she would 
much rather have settled it all right then 
and had a check to show for it. So would 
I, for that matter! But I didn’t dare go 
ahead without Jerry’s approval. 


COULD HARDLY WAIT for Jerry to 

get home so I could tell him the wop. 
derful news. To my surprise he didn’ 
seem much bothered by the baby being 
Jenny’s child—he agreed readily that the 
way we raised it would be more important 
than who its parents were, as long as they 
were reasonably healthy. But he did have 
an objection, one I hadn’t thought of—and 
it floored me completely! 

“Darling.” he said urgently, “we just 
can’t do it. Don’t you see, it would be a 
black market baby! We'd be buying it, 
really. It—it wouldn’t be legal, Betty!” 

“Not legal!” I gasped. “Not legal! Why. 
we tried the legal way, and they refused 
us a baby! Jerry, you can’t mean it—you 
wouldn’t turn down a baby just because 
of some silly legal technicality!” 

Then the monstrous unfairness of it all 
simply overwhelmed me, and I burst into 
racking, tearing sobs. I’d lost two years 
of my girlhood, I’d had to fight and lie for 
a job, I'd had to risk losing Jerry and be 
insulted and told I couldn’t adopt babies— 
all for no guilty fault of mine. And now 
Jerry was trying to say we couldn’t take 
this baby offered us as by a miracle be- 
cause it would displease the legal minds 
who had all but ruined my life! 

Jerry pulled me close and held me tight. 
“Darling, darling, don’t cry so!” he 
begged. “I want a baby too, you know | 
do! But this way—it just isn’t right—” 

“But we can’t ever have one—legally!”! 
sobbed. “It’s this baby or none. When 
would we get another chance like this? 
And she’s determined to give it away. 
Someone will get it—why not us? At least 
we'd love the poor little thing—” 

At last Jerry gave in, though reluctantly. 
I couldn’t understand it. In my bitterness 
I felt only that by making it impossible for 
us to get a baby legally, “they” were fore 
ing us to be underhanded! It wasn’t ou 
fault, I reasoned—we'd tried. 

But when Jerry finally gave in I felt a 
if I'd been given a new lease on life! 4 
baby—I’d be a mother! It would come 
us new-born—it would be the very neares! 
thing to having it ourselves! And no snoop 
ing social workers checking up on & 
either, threatening every minute to snatch 
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the baby away if we didn’t please them! 
Somehow. in my warped reasoning, it 
seemed that doing it this way—secretly, on 
our own—-made the baby more ours than 
it would have been if we'd adopted it 
through an agency. 

I was still crying, but now it was from 
happiness. Suddenly I took Jerry’s hand 
and pulled him to the nursery. I opened 
the door that had remained closed for 
months. Together we stood in the cheerful. 
pink-and-blue room, and my heart sang 
with thrilled joy as Jerry looked slowly 
around, then turned to smile at me and 
kiss me gently. 

“J guess you've got it coming to you at 
that.” he said. “Poor little girl. you’ve put 
up with so much. ‘ 

I hugged him. “You won't be sorry. 
” | promised ecstatically. “Oh, Jer- 
Tell me, do you 


honey, 
ry, we'll be so happy! 
want a boy ora girl?” 

He grinned. “Twins!” 

“Greedy!” I scolded laughingly. 

Oh. it was wonderful. Wonderful beyond 
words. We wanted the baby to be as near- 
ly our own as we could, so we made care- 
ful plans. Jenny had said the baby was 
due in December, three months away. We 
decided to have her go to a hospital 
Oregon to have the baby. She would regis- 
ter under my name, so for the record it 
would appear the baby had been born to 
me. I would pretend to be her sister. I 
would give her half the money right away. 
half when the baby was safely ours—and 
in cash, so it couldn’t be traced. As soon 
as she left the hospital I would take the 
baby home, and she would go her own 
way. 

She agreed readily to all our plans. I 
could tell she’d worried for fear we’d back 
out. Her very eagerness pleased me now. 
It made the baby seem less hers! She took 
the money and stuffed it into her worn 
handbag fast, and we arranged to meet 
once a week there at the little coffee shop. 

Once more there was happiness in our 
little home in the valley. The sort of hap- 
piness we had dreamed of when we were 
first married, looking forward to babies of 
our own. Mentally I pictured a little 
girl in starchy dresses, whisking in and out 
the back door to play in the patio. Or may- 
be a rough-and-tumble boy with a baseball 
bat slung over his shoulder, yelling from 
the front door to know when dinner would 
be ready! Jerry and I discussed names 
endlessly. If he was still uneasy he hid it, 
and seemed as happy as I. Happiest of all 
were the hours I spent roaming through 
the nursery shops, selecting dainty gar- 
ments for the layette. 


INALLY, in early December, Jenny and 

I boarded the train for the Oregon town 
we had selected. 
secrecy about my mission among the neigh- 
bors because of course it was evident I 
wasn’t pregnant. But we had decided 


There was no need for 


tell them only that the baby was my dead 
sister’s child. 

Jenny and I rented 
Using my name, she went to see a doctor 
right away. He scolded her for not coming 
to him earlier. but he agreed to handle her 
confinement. He made the hospital ar- 
rangements, and just ten days after our 
arrival, “our” baby was born—a beautiful, 
eight-pound baby girl. 

I rushed out and sent Jerry a wire. Then 
I went back to sit with Jenny until she 
woke up. My mind churned with happy 
dreams. A girl. We had a daughter! When 
Jenny woke up and I told her the baby 
“Good. That’s 


small apartment. 


was a girl, all she said was. 
what you wanted, isn’t it?” 

It was hard for me to understand her 
complete lack of interest in a baby she had 
given birth to. I had worried a little that 
once it was born she might change, and 
But she just seemed re- 
Even seeing the 


want to keep it. 
lieved that it was over. 
baby didn’t interest her! 

“Meeting you that way was a _ lucky 
break for us both,” she said. “You want 
a kid, I don’t. Everybody’s happy——now 
that it’s over! How soon can I get out of 
here?” 

The doctor let her 
when the baby was four days old. 
at the apartment with her. happily 
for littlke Karen—that was the name we had 
settled on if it was a girl 
Jenny to regain her strength. 

A week before Christmas we all boarded 
the train for home. All the way back, all 
Jenny talked about was getting her figure 
back, and finding a man who would marry 
her and support her. She acted like she 
had_ practically having had a 
I sighed with relief at her attitude. 
Feeling like that—and with Karen born 
under our name—lI had nothing to worry 
about! Jenny left the train in San Fran- 
cisco, and my precious. wee daughter and 
I travelled the rest of the way alone. I'd 
sent Jerry a wire, and he met us at the 
station. If there was anything lacking in 
his pleasure and pride. I couldn’t see it! 

“Little mother!” he said huskily. kissing 


laughing. “Here, better let me 
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the hospital 
I stayed 


leave 
caring 


-and waiting for 


forgotten 


baby! 


me. Then, 
take her 

He turned back a corner of the blanket so 
smile 


she’s nearly as big as you are! 
he could see her face. A_ gentle 
lighted his face as he gazed at her. “Hi, 
Karen honey.” he said softly. “Meet your 
old man!” 

I felt like my life really began the day 
I brought Karen home. At last we were 
a family. A man. a woman, and their child. 
Someone to plan for, 
and to work and pray for. In spite of every- 
e had our baby! 


to dream for. Yes, 


thing. w 


HE NEXT SIX YEARS flew by. the way 
they do when you’re happy. True, there 
had been the usual worries——small illnesses 
for Karen, a coupte of lay-offs for Jerry 


when things were tough financially. And 
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there was one terrible, dark time, when 
Karen was four, when she had polio. She 
had a bad case of it, and it left her left 
leg weakened, so she had to wear a brace 
and have therapy treatments, and I spent 
hours massaging her leg at home. But we 
were so thankful for her recovery that 
nothing else seemed important, not even 
the crippled leg. At six she still wore the 
brace, still lurched when she walked. But 
-he had improved, and the doctor said she 
would improve still more in time. 

So there really wasn’t anything different 
ihout our house. Not outwardly. Just a 
little white stucco and redwood house, with 
Jerry coming home for dinner every night 
at six. and Karen going to first grade like 
all the other little girls, and me happily 
keeping house. I seldom thought of Karen 
1s anything but our own child any more. 
When I did, it was with an inner, secret 
feeling of malicious pleasure at having 
tricked the adoption people the way we 
had. They thought they were pretty smart, 
sitting up there like God, deciding who 
could and who couldn’t have a baby! Well, 
I suess we'd shown them! 

Then one hot September day the door- 
hell rang, and when I opened it my whole 
secure. happy little world came apart like 
i: tower of blocks knocked down by a care- 
less hand. For the woman who faced me 
was the one person on earth who could turn 
our heaven into hell—Jenny. 

It was six years since I had seen her, 
but I recognized her immediately. Every- 
thing about her was the same—the cheap, 
shabby. too-loud clothes, the hard, cold ex- 
pression. Only one thing was different— 
she was wearing a wedding band. When 
| saw that. an awful feeling of foreboding 
me. She had come for Karen! 

[ just stood staring at her until finally 
her face got angry. She said with a forced 
mile. “Aren’t you going to invite your 
virl’s own mother in? Where is she?” 
“At+school,” I said helplessly. 

ourse. come in.” 

I stood back and let her in. I tried to 
tell myself she was just curious, that she 
only wanted to see Karen. But my pound- 
ing heart knew better. 

Inside, Jenny stopped and looked around 
the bright, cozy room, her hard black eyes 
not missing anything. She said, envy heavy 

1 her voice, “Say, real nice dump you got 
here!” 

She went over to the drum table and 
picked up a framed photograph of Karen 
taken at the beach the summer before, 
showing her laughing, bright face, her 
black curls. Jenny studied it a moment in 
silence. When she looked up I was startled 

and frightened too—to see tears in her 


deluged 


“Of 


“This my girl?” 

[ said carefully, “That’s Karen, 
last summer.” 

“Cute kid.” Jenny said. She set the pic- 
She turned to me and I saw 


taken 


ture down. 
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her take a deep breath. “I’ve come to take 
her home with me. I’m married now, I can 
give her a good home.” 

I felt like all the blood drained out of 
my body. I had known—yet I had tried to 
hope. I fell into a chair, too weak to stand. 

“Jenny, you can’t! She—have you for- 
gotten, she was born under our name?” 

She gave a short, hard laugh, but her 
eyes didn’t smile. “I haven’t forgotten a 
thing, dearie. The doctor who delivered 
her would testify for me. I saw him last 
week—just in case you got stubborn!” 

Don’t lose your head! 1 told myself des- 
perately. Keep calm, maybe you can talk 
her out of it! 

“But you gave her to us!” I told her 
tensely. “She’s all the world to us. You 
can have other children. Jenny—” 

“Nope.” She pulled out a cigarette and 
lit it. When I saw her hands were shaking 
I realized she was nervous too. Somehow 
that helped a little. She went on. blowing 
out a big puff of smoke, “You see. after I 
got in that fix with her. I got myself fixed 
up so it wouldn’t happen again. I told you 
I aimed to get married. There were plenty 
of men, but the only ones who wanted to 
marry me were bums I wouldn’t wipe my 
feet on. But now I got me a good man, 
makes decent money and a classy dresser. 
I'm telling you, I intend to hang onto him. 
So what does he want but kids! The only 
way I can give him one is to take Karen 
back. Besides, it'll be kinda fun to doll 
her up and show her off. now she’s past 
the nuisance age! So I want her, see?” 

A frenzy of terror churned in me. “Jen- 
ny, we—we can give her so much—” 

Her face turned stony, and I realized 'd 
said the wrong thing. I was too upset to 
be. careful. My felt shredded. 
“Listen,” I said desperately. “We—we’ll 
give you money, Jenny.” 

She thought about that for a minute. She 
said, “How much?” 

I made frantic mental calculations. “A 
—a thousand dollars,” I said finally, won- 
dering crazily where we'd get it, but know- 
ing I'd steal it if I had to. to keep Karen! 

Jenny laughed scornfully. “A thousand 
bucks—for my daughter? Are you kid- 
ding?” 

My heart sank even lower. I whispered 
fearfully, “How much?” 

She put out her cigarette and flicked ash 
from her sleeve. “It isn’t money I want. 
It’s my girl.” 

“If I could make it more 
Like—well, we could mortgage the house 
maybe borrow some——if we make it five 
thousand?” 

Her eyes began to glitter and I knew 
she was interested. 

“When?” she demanded. 

“T’ll have to talk to Jerry,” I said. “I 
could meet you—the same place. Make it 
Thursday—we’d have to see about borrow- 


nerves 


a lot more? 





ing—” 


We left it that way. But Jenny had one 








parting shot. “I got the law on my side 
this time. And [ll take it to court if] 
have to. So don’t get funny.” 

To court! Have my past splashed aj 
over the papers—to ruin our lives! Oh, 
no, we had to buy her off! Had to! 








UT JERRY didn’t see it my way. Oh, he 
was just as crushed as I was. when | 

told him that night. His face turned tigh 
and sick, and he sat twisting his hand 
helplessly. “This is the sort of thing I was 
afraid of,” he said, but more to himself 
than to me. But when I told him we had 
to raise five thousand dollars for Jenny— 
to buy her off—he shook his head. 

“Tt wouldn’t work. Don’t you see? She'j 
demand more and more—” 

“We'd make her sign a paper.” I said 
desperately. 

Jerry looked at me pityingly. “Do you 
think that would do any good—with a 
woman like her? No, Betty. We have tp 
face it. We broke the law taking Karen, 
and Jenny knows it. She'll take our money 
—and then she'll take Karen, too.” 

“Don’t,” I whispered brokenly. “Don't 
say it, Jerry.” 

At long last I was seeing what I should 
have seen so long ago. What Jerry had 
tried to point out to me. when I was to 
consumed with anger and _ bitterness to 
listen. Jenny had said it today—!/ got the 
law on my side, this time! I had seen the 
law only as an enemy, keeping me from 
having what I wanted so badly—a child 
I had thought of the law as opposing me, 
picking on me at every turn. Too late,! 
saw that the law would protect me as much 
as anyone—but I had put myself outside 
of it, sacrificing its protection and help 
Maybe I’d have seen that long ago if! 
hadn’t been so blinded by bitterness. Why. 
even back there at the beginning—when! 
was sixteen and got into that first trouble 
—even then the law had been trying to pro 
tect me! I saw it now. The judge wa 
right—I had needed supervision, like he 
said. Like Jerry had tried to tell me 
Without it, who knows what worse trouble 
| might have got into? All along. it hada 
been what happened—it was my own alti 
tude that had hurt me most. And now- 
now it was to cost me Karen! The oaly 
escape was in buying Jenny off. now thit 
we couldn’t appeal to the law. I tried 
tell Jerry that, but he only sighed. 

“We'd only make it worse.” he sail 
“We were wrong to take Karen that wi 
But paying blackmail isn’t only illega- 
it’s foolish and useless too.” 

“But she’ll take it to court. I know s# 
will!” 

He put his arms “Thet 
she'll have to take it to court. Maybe ¥ 
stand a chance. just a chance, tht 
WEY. 3 5 

In spite of my heart, my head koe 
Jerry was right. If we tried to buy Jen 
off now, we’d only start something the 
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wouldn’t end until she had us ruined— 
and then she’d have our little girl, too. 
Jenny had never had a heart. She had 
peen completely indifferent about giving 
away her baby when it was a nuisance to 
her. She’d be just as quick to reclaim her 
now that she wanted her. Neither Karen’s 
welfare nor our feelings would sway her. 
Once I’d been glad for her coldness, when 
it meant she was willing to give me her 
child. My twisted viewpoint had kept me 
from realizing that she could turn against 
us just as fast. 

| would rather have died than go meet 
Jenny with the news of our decision. But 
[knew it had to be done. There would be 
no peace for us until this was settled— 
legally. Even if it meant losing our girl! 


HEN I TOLD JENNY we couldn’t 

raise the money after all, she only 
shrugged. I even felt she was relieved! 
“Td rather have the kid anyway,” she said. 
“Tom is crazy for kids, and what he wants 
I aim to give him.” When she spoke of 
him. her eyes had a worried, frightened 
look that told me plainer than words that 
Jenny’s marriage was a precarious thing, 
that not having a baby might lose her the 
man she wanted so desperately. She went 
on, “I been telling him what a cute little 
trick she is, and he can’t wait to get her. 
He'd rather have her than the dough!” 

“Jenny,” I said hoarsely, “I won’t give 
her to you. I’m warning you, we'll fight 
all the way to keep her!” 

She shrugged and got up. “Tell it to 
my lawyer,” she threw at me as she left. 

Too broken even for tears, I told Jerry 
what she had said. I sensed that he felt 
we had already lost our Karen. His face 
was old and drawn looking and his eyes 
didn’t meet mine. 

“Of course there’s just a chance she 
isn’t really married,” he said. “Or the care 
we've taken of Karen may tip the scales 
in our favor. There’s even a_ possibility 
she’s bluffing and won’t take it to court at 
all. But if she does—a black market 
baby—” His voice trailed off and he looked 
as despairing as I felt. 

We decided not to do anything until we 
heard from Jenny or her lawyer. Mean- 
time, little Karen had no idea, of course, 
of what was going on. We didn’t want her 
hurt more than necessary, so we acted as 
nearly like usual as we could. Reading her 
bedtime stories, massaging her little leg, 
all the ordinary things made suddenly so 
doubly precious by the knowledge we might 
lose her any day. When I undressed her 
at night I would cuddle her in my arms 
and pain was a knife in my heart. Our 


Karen—at the mercy of that cheap, awful 
woman! 


It was almost a relief when Jenny’s law- 


yer finally contacted us. It ended the sus- 
Pense, at least. 


erry and I went to a lawyer we knew 


and told him our story. He said frankly 
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that Jenny had a strong case, but he felt 
we stood some chance. “Of course you'll 
have to be prepared to have her put in 
the worst possible light, Mrs. Speers, but 
since her record is worse than yours she 
won’t help herself much that way. We'll 
dig up all we can on her. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if we could prove she was unfit 
to have the child.” 

He went on talking but I stopped listen- 
ing. I was thinking about what he had 
said. The newspapers would have a field 
day over Jenny and me—two ex-reform 
school girls, battling over the illegitimate 
baby of one of them! That was how the 
papers would play it up. Oh, it would be 
dirty, and the dirt would stick to Karen. 
soiling her whole future. No matter who 
won. 

Right then I saw how selfish I had been. 
\ll I had thought about was myself. How 
much J wanted a baby. How I had been 
cheated. How it would hurt me to lose 
Karen. Yes, I had thought about what a 
terrible mother Jenny would be. But would 
she? She wasn’t like me, and she didn’t 
have much money. But there had been real 
tears in her eyes when she saw Karen’s 
picture. And she had refused a lot of 
money because it was her baby she wanted. 
True, she had given her away willingly. 
But how could I judge what had been in 
her heart? Maybe in her place I would 
have been that desperate too! In any case. 
if we fought it out in court it would be 
Karen who was going to pay, really pay. 
for all our sins—both Jenny’s and mine! 
No matter who won, Karen would lose. 


OR THE FIRST TIME I was thinking 

ibout someone else. I had never done 
that before. Even when I told Jerry the 
truth about my past it had been done self- 
ishly—because he might find out from 
someone else and hate me! But now I had 
to put Karen first, ahead of myself. I loved 
her too much to hurt her needlessly. 

I came back to the stuffy little office to 
hear Jerry saying, “Then you'll contact us, 
1s soon as you hear—” 

“Wait.” I said. My throat hurt so I 
could hardly speak, but I forced the words 
out. “I—Jerry, I can’t do it. We've got 
to let Karen go. For her sake.” 

He looked at me in disbelief. “Betty! 
Don’t give up—you heard him say we 
stood a chance—” 

[ shook my head. “The dirty publicity— 
Karen would never live it down,” I said 
slowly. “No matter who won, her life would 
be dirtied by gossip and people staring and 
pointing. And the chances are Jenny’d get 
her anyway. No, Jerry. For her sake. we’ll 
give her up.” 

Strangely, I didn’t cry. My hurt was too 
deep for tears. I turned to the lawyer. 
“Could you arrange to have them meet us 
to get her?” 

He looked questioningly at Jerry. 1 
looked at him too. I saw a look of pride 
dawn in his eyes as they met mine. “Betty, 


ire vou sure—?” 


here 
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“It’s the best thing—for her. Isn't it?” 
I asked raggedly. 

He thought about it a minute. Then he 
agreed that dragging Karen through the 
mud of a court trial was unfair to her. I 
saw pain in his face, but I knew he felt 
as I did. 

I turned back to the lawyer. “Please 
make the arrangements soon. The sooner 
the better—” I felt the tears surging up 
then, and I almost ran from the office. In 
the corridor Jerry took my arm and pressed 
it hard. 

“Mrs. Speers. I love you very much,” he 
said softly. That was all he said, then or 
later. But it was all I needed. It told me 
I was on the right track at last. 

I’m not going to try to describe the 
agony of that week before our appointment 
with Jenny. There just aren’t any words 





Call To Arms 

| admire your looks, your smile 
can make 

My heart ring wild alarms: 

But what | like best about you, 
dear, 

Are just two things—my arms! 

—Pauline Booker 





for it. It was doubly heart-breaking be- 
cause we had to be brave and casual before 
Karen. We told her she was going to visit 
a nice lady for a while. She had never seen 
Jenny, and that made it difficult too. But 
like all little girls she loved trips and visits, 
and she wasn’t uneasy or afraid. Karen 
loved everyone as naturally as she breathed. 
So I forced myself to naturalness. I smiled, 
I didn’t kiss her or hold her more than 
usual. I washed and ironed all her frilly 
little dresses, and that last day I packed 
everything. Even then I didn’t cry. I was 
too frozen by pain. Tears would come 
later, perhaps. .. . 

On the day we were to lose her. Jerry 
took the day off. How fast the hours flew! 
Breakfast—everything she liked best. Her 
bath. Dressing her. Fastening her brace. 
Combing her curls. Buttoning her into her 
coat. Gathering her dolls. 

Then it was time to go... . 

We got to our lawyer’s office ahead of 
Jenny. Karen was in a gay mood, excited 
at missing school, delighted at the coming 
“visit.” She limped around the office hap- 
pily. and I thought with a pang, | hope 
Jenny takes good care of her leg, that she 
rubs it the way [ll show her .. . 

The door opened. They walked in— 
Jenny. the flashily dressed little man who 
must be Tom, the older man who would 
be her lawyer. Jenny’s eyes caught Karen’s, 
as she stood behind the desk. I saw her 
face light up with appreval of Karen’s 


sweet, bright look. “Hi, kid!” she said, 
Then to Tom, “Didn’t I tell you she was a 
doll? Come here, baby, meet your new 
Mummy!” 

Tom grunted approval. I said quickly, 
sick at heart, “Jenny, she doesn’t know— 
she thinks this is just a visit with you, 
You'll have to take it from there.” I turned 
to Karen, trying to swallow the lump in my 
throat. “Darling, this is the nice lady 
you’re going to visit. Come tell her hello!” 

Karen smiled enchantingly at Jenny. She 
moved around the desk and started to 
lurch across the floor—and I saw Jenny’s 
smile turned to stunned disbelief. Her eyes 
were riveted on Karen’s brace, and sud- 
denly Tom croaked, “You mean to say the 
kid’s a cripple?” 

I wanted to die. We’d been so careful 
not to make Karen self-conscious about 
it— 

“I’m not a cripple!” Karen said stoutly. 
“T just have a leg that needs help!” But 
she paused uncertainly, looking at me for 
reassurance. 

Jenny turned on me furiously. “You 
never told me!” she shouted accusingly. 
“You tricked me! You never said she had 
a crippled leg! My God, Tom won’t want 
no kid with braces clumping around— 
why didn’t you tell me?” 

Disbelief and dawning joy warred in me. 
“Jenny, I honestly didn’t think about it!” 
I protested. “She had polio when she was 
four, but her leg is lots better—and if 
you'll give her her exercises and rub her 
leg every day it'll improve still more!” 

“Exercises—rubbing!” she snapped an- 
grily. “I’m no nurse—and I don’t mean 
to drag no crippled brat around. Right. 
Tom?” she added to the flashily dressed 
little man beside her. 

“Right,” he said, scowling his disap- 
proval. “You shoulda took the cash.” 

Our lawyer broke in: “We’re going to 
want a legal agreement on this, you know 
—or we'll have to insist that you support 
the child. Will you agree to a legal adop- 
tion?” 

For one long moment she hesitated. My 
heart didn’t beat once as she looked at 
Karen’s black curls, her soft velvet eyes. 
her tiny perfect face—and then on down 
to the clumsy brace we no longer saw. 

“Sure,” she said then, suddenly impa- 
tient. “I don’t aim for Tom to support the 
kid. Fix it up.” 


So at last, through our lawyer’s efforts 
and the kindness of a judge with an un 
derstanding heart, the law has made Karen 
our own little girl, complete with adoption 
papers. All I can say is that walking ou! 
of court that day, Karen’s hands holding 
ours as she skipped her funny little skip 
between us, was like having our child 
raised from the dead to live again. 

I know at last that when you stop brood- 
ing about the wrong side of things—when 
you try to take what happens in the right 
spirit—even seeming tragedy can become 4 


THE END 


blessing. 
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Love Trap 


(Continued from Page 35) 


jumped out of my seat when I saw the F in 
biology. There must be some mistake! I 
had never got an F in my life. Jean and 
the others were all looking at me with some 
concern, and I realized I must be looking 
as shocked as I felt. 

“What’s the matter?” Chip asked. 

I turned slowly to look at him, and really 
didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. 

“I got F in biology.” I said, rather 
stupidly. 

Everybody was real quiet for a few sec- 
onds, as surprised as I, and then Chip 
reared with laughter. 

“You got F in biology, and you a very 
biological 37-24-37? That guy is crazy.” 
he said. 

I laughed too, then, and we all joked 
about it for awhile. Lots of very unfriendly 
remarks were made about Dr. Steven 
Ferguson, the biology teacher, and that he 
was Way, way out—in the wrong direction. 
Chip and Jean were even in my biology 
class, and whereas I was no ball of fire in 
science. they were sure I wasn’t doing F 
work. 

Outwardly, I made smart remarks along 
with the others, and helped them examine 
their report cards—not another F in the 
bunch—but inside I was beginning to grind 
out a few things in my mind. Of course, it 
was true that in some classes I didn’t try 
too hard. but no teacher had ever given me 
a failing grade. It wasn’t my fault that 
Gerald Drew, my uncle, was the principal 
of the high school. In fact. some of the 
teachers made it difficult for me to even 
try, because I felt they didn’t even grade 
or look at my papers, anyway. I grinned 
without much humor. Well, apparently Dr. 
Ferguson did, and apparently they were 
had. 

Too, I had been carelees about some of 
those perfectly horrid experiments we had 
to do in biology lab. But this—this F! 
Had I been this bad? Dr. Ferguson had a 
reputation for being honest as well as 
‘trict, so perhaps I was. But he could have 
warned me, or something! I supposed he 
didn’t care how it looked for the niece of 
the principal—I stopped the petty thought 
hefore finishing it. 

Suddenly I was tired of the smart. bright 
conversation. the dawdling over sodas. Ris- 
ing to leave, I said hurriedly, “I'll see you 
later, all. I’ve got to get on home and 
think of some excuses for the War Depart- 
ment.” 

They all said so long, and I picked up 
my check, which Chip promptly yanked 
es of my hand. I grinned him a special 
grin and left. 

At home. my parents did not think my 
report card was very funny at all. Mother 
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was home when I arrived, as this was not 
one of her club days. She seemed to feel 
like the F in biology was a personal of- 
fense to her. 

“Marcia,” she pronounced every syllable 
when she was angry with me, “how could 
vou let this happen? You must pay more 
attention to your studies! What will your 
Uncle Gerald think? No one in our family 
has ever—” Her voice trailed on off as her 
attention was attracted by something else. 

“I’m sorry, Mother,” I mumbled. 

I’m not the whole family, I thought re- 
helliously, ’m me! She doesn’t care for 
my sake, just for how it looks. 

When Dad came home, he was more on 
my side, as he usually was, and halfway 
understanding. 

“T was never very good in science, my- 
self, kitten,” he said, looking at me fondly, 
“but you may need that subject later on. 
You'll just have to work to pull that grade 
up by the end of this semester. Ferguson 
isn’t a bad sort. I’ve met him, and he 
seems a reasonable man. You'll just have 
to buckle down.” 

‘Yes, Dad,” I said. 

Soon, I asked to be excused to go to bed. 
| was tired, but mostly of being preached 
to and sighed over, and even the kids in 
eang. Oh, heck! And all because of 
that horrible Dr. Ferguson. 


the 


TPSTAIRS IN MY ROOM, I looked at 
myself in the mirror. Yes, I did have a 
cood figure. What was it Chip had said? 
Biological figure! That’s what he said. 
But of course, Steven Ferguson had never 
looked at me. He never looked at anything 
from behind those heavy rimmed glasses of 
his except frogs and bugs and things. I 
«uess that’s when the idea really hit me. 
It had been in the back of my mind, fight- 
ing for my attention, ever since Chip’s re- 
mark. Id make the pious, straight-laced 
Dr. Steven Ferguson come down off his 
high horse. I’d make him notice me. I’d— 
But he didn’t seem to respond to the things 
ordinary guys respond to. I mean, inno- 
cent little flirty things like accidentally 
brushing by him, or the business with the 
He would just look at you with those 
odd, light-colored eyes of his, as if you 
weren’t there. And it was even worse, now. 
with this extra study I’d have to do. 
Suddenly I thought, maybe he would no- 
tice me if I were a brilliant student. or 
just tried, even. Then I’d kill two birds 
with one stone, improve my biology grade. 
and turn the tables on Mr. Cold Fish. 
Why, he might even consent to tutor me! I 
went to sleep that night just bursting with 
«leefully murderous ideas, and if even half 
of them came true, a certain Dr. Ferguson 
should have rested very uneasily, indeed. 
The next day at school, I tried to look 
properly subdued and anxiously studious. 
| wore a sober, dark plaid dress, my hair 
styled severely back from my face. I met 
Jean Carter in the corridor on the way to 
70 


eyes. 


biology class, and she looked at me in sur- 
prise. but made no comment about my 
appearance. 

“Let’s go see what the dragon has for us 
today,” she said. smiling. 

“Okay.” I answered. “I’ve got notebooks 
and sharpened pencils all ready for him.” 

I had a little pang of conscience as I 
realized this was the first time I'd ever 
come to class with any interest. or very 
much preparation. Dr. Ferguson was cool. 
precise, distantly pleasant as usual, and I 
took comprehensive notes. not as usual. 
How could he stand there as if he’d done 
nothing. after giving me a failing grade? 

After class. I waited while some of the 
kids asked him questions concerning the 
lesson. When they'd finished, he turned to 
me and said. “Yes. Miss Drew?” 

It was a good thing I had my speech 
rehearsed, or his cold tone of voice would 
have frightened me off. 

“Dr. Ferguson.” I began. “I need some 
help in biology, and I was wondering if you 
could tutor me? I mean. sort of private 
instruction——uh—after class?” 

“Why. I suppose something like that 
could be done. Miss Drew,” he said, almost 
smiling. “I’m glad you’re concerned about 
your work in this class. If you will talk 
to the principal about the arrangements—” 
he stopped for a moment. looking down at 
the floor in embarrassment. 

“All right.” I said, in a brisk, business- 
like voice. “Ill ask Mr. Drew and let you 
know what he says at the next class meet- 
ing.” 

I giggled inwardly, enjoying his momen- 
tary discomfiture. It was only momentary. 
though, and he quickly said, “All right. 
Miss Drew,” this time, with a real smile— 
the first time I’'d ever seen him smile, and 
a very nice smile it was. 

Why, he’s young, 1 thought, and a per- 
son, as well as a scientist. And those light 
greenish-grey eyes, so odd with his tan 
complexion, and so distracting. 

Quickly I closed my mind to any friendly 
feeling toward him. The charm was sup- 
posed to work in reverse! I turned abrupt- 
ly and walked out. without another word. 

Jean and Evelyn were waiting for me 
to go to lunch in the cafeteria, and I could 
see they weren’t trying very hard to hide 
their curiosity. 

As soon as we had our trays and were 
seated at a table, Evelyn said, “Well! Yes- 
terday you were ready to stick knives in 
Dr. Ferguson, and today you’re all palsy- 
walsy, staying after class and everything. 
What’s up?” 

“T still could stick knives in Dr. Steven 
Ferguson.” I said, enjoying the thought. 
“and what’s more I’m going to try to!” 

Jean said, “What in the world do you 
mean?” 

“He’s so holier-than-thou,” I said. “I 
just want to see if he isn’t human. Oh, I’m 
going to study and learn his old biology, 
but meanwhile I’ll see if I can’t make him 
notice little old me!” 





Jean looked shocked and skeptical. Ey- 
elyn’s eyes danced with the same mischi- 
vous glee that I felt. 

“Oh. Marcie. you wouldn’t dare!” she 
said, as if she hoped like anything that | 
would. 

“And to help my plans along,” I an. 
nounced. “he is going to tutor me in bi- 
ology. Uncle Gerald will have to approve, 
and there'll be a fee, I suppose, but my 
parents will be only too glad I’ve come to 
my senses.” 

I assumed my most innocent expression 
and lifted my eyes heavenward. Evelyn 
screamed with laughter. 

“Oh, Marcie, you’re a riot,” she said. 

Jean, who didn’t know whether to be 
serious or not, said, “Well, I think the ex. 
tra study idea is pretty good, Marcie. It'll 
be more work, but I’m sure you'll like it 
after you get into it.” 

“I’m sure I will,” I answered. 

Evelyn and I exchanged winks. 


ETTING APPROVAL from Uncle Ger- 

ald was easy, and thus began the series 
of one-hour tutoring classes with Dr. Fergu- 
son, twice weekly after school. At the be- 
ginning. he told me, once again, that he 
was glad I showed interest and concern in 
this class work. This time he added that 
he felt I had real ability, and would do 
well if I applied myself. My evil resolve 
was increased, and I promised, both him 
and myself, that I would apply myself. 

So I went along for the next couple of 
months. I studied hard, caught up on what 
I had missed the first half semester. Grudg- 
ingly, I had to admit that I found the sub- 
ject interesting. I missed a lot of social 
activities, and found out I didn’t even 
mind. Dr. Ferguson was pleased with my 
work, and so were my parents. I even 
started work on a balanced aquarium at 
home. I got a large tank, with the proper 
fish. of different kinds, and vegetation, to 
make a perfect oxygen-carbon-dioxide bal- 
ance, for sustaining life of both the plants 
and animal life. 

One afternoon, about the second week in 
January. as we were finishing up the tutor- 
ing hour, Dr. Ferguson complimented me 
on a dissecting job that I had done par- 
ticularly well in lab, that day. 

“Thank you, Steve,” I said, smiling. 

I had started calling him Steve when we 
were alone, in an effort to break through 
the ice curtain. He gave no objections 
didn’t even bat an eyelash, and I had the 
general feeling that if I called him Meph- 
istopholes that he still would have that 
even, pleasant response. Sometimes ! 
would switch from the dark, sober outfis 
I'd been wearing lately, to a bright yellow 
or red cashmere sweater with a pencil slim 
skirt. He never seemed to notice. 

As we gathered books and papers ' 
gether. he suddenly said, “You have ¢ 
superb laboratory technique, Marcia. Did 
you—have you ever thought of doing fur- 
ther study along this line?” 
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“Why. no. Steve.” I answered. “Il cer- 
tainly haven’t. I guess I havent thought 
about it much at all, except perhaps that 
['d take a Liberal Arts course, and later 
decide what I want to do. Do you honestly 
think I'd be good at lab work?” 

“] really do.” he said, and there was a 
light in the grey-green eyes. I felt a warm- 
ish glow inside. 

“But I don’t know if I really like—” I 
started to say. 

“That’s all right.” he said. smiling. “say 
it. You don’t know if you’d really like bi- 
ology. or anything like being a laboratory 
technician.” 

I nodded my head in agreement. 

“Perhaps you will some day,” he said. 

He closed his desk, and we left, saying 
goodnight to the various teachers we met 
in the hallway, and my uncle, as we passed 
his office. I stood waiting for the bus at the 
corner, and Steve drove off in the opposite 
direction. 

A picture was beginning to form in my 
mind, of me in a long. white lab coat, hair 
severely in a bun in the back, rows of 
gleaming test tubes, retorts, flasks, frac- 
tional distillation apparatus in front of me. 
[ had gone the whole hog—I wasn’t a lab 
technician or assistant, I was a research 
scientist. 

“Well, if it isn’t Mme. Marie Curie her- 
self,” a laughing voice behind me cut into 
my thoughts, and the bubble burst. I 
turned around to see Evelyn coming toward 
me from the soda shop. 

“Hi, Eve,” I said. 

“Hi, yourself,” she said. sounding a little 
hurt. “Say, nobody ever sees you these 
days, with all this studying business. Chip 
and Bill have been asking about you, and 
you've missed all our soda shop sessions 
recently.” 

“I know, Evelyn,” I said, “and I’m 
sorry, but I do have to improve my work 
in biology, you know.” 

“It seems to me you've improved it quite 
a bit,” she said sarcastically. “You want to 
he assistant teacher, or something? Say, 
| thought this was supposed to be a gag, 
anyway, to get the old boy going. What’s 
the matter, you get soft or something?” 

“No, of course not,” I snapped. “It’s just 
that it’s not time yet.” 

“Okay, okay, Marcie.” she soothed, “I 
know you won’t let him get around you, 
not after that sneaky way he gave you an 
F at midterm.” 

I was glad the bus was coming, and 
turned and left Evelyn with a quick “s 
long.” I'd been fee ling so plea sant. phe 
she came along with—with reminders. 

Steve and I had never said anything 
about the F. We just started from that day 
forward, and he'd swept me along with his 
knowledge and charm. In a way, Evelyn 
was right, I guess. What had happened to 
the old Marcie? W as I getting icky? The 
fighting spirit rose in me again, and I half 
smiled as I decided that Dr. Steven Fer- 
uson would have to at least trip, if not 














“My make-up goes on smoother, stays fresh longer” 


“Black and White Vanishing 
Cream is a joy to use! It’s the 
perfect make-up base—never oily 
or greasy. Make-up goes on 
smoothly, stays fresh looking for 
hours. It saves me time and 
trouble, keeps me looking my best.”’ 


Kansas City, Mo. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 

® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 








smarty srysep SPORT GLASSES 










Power lenses. Case 
FREE of extra charge. 
SEND NO MONEY. Pay 
postman on delivery plus 
ostage churges on Money-Back Guarantee. 
ELLIS RAND CO., 2349 Milwaukee Ave.. Dept. 1716, Chicago 47, til. 


DO YOu want this GENUINE 
MIRACULOUS 


MEDAL? 


Do YOU want to be HAPPY? Are 
YOU afraid that tomorrow will 
bring you more misery and trou- 
ble? Do YOU want H Our 
3 promised to 
GIVE YOU HELP and Special 
Graces if YOU wear Her MIRAC- 
ULOUS MEDAL. Have faith and 
. .. the very same MIRACULOUS 
that more than a million people are wearing 

NOW. If you want a 10-day trial of this genuine 
MIRACULOUS MEDAL, just send me your name and 
Syria When the postman delivers your genuine MI- 
CULOUS MEDAL and PRAY FOR MORE, deposit 

po $2 plus postage and handling on my FAITHFUL 
GUARANTEE: Wear the MEDAL close to YOUR 
HEART and use the INFORMATION in Pray for More 
for a 10 ors. And if YOU are not SURE that YOUR 
FAITH in HER has helped YOU, I'll return your $2. 
Send NOW } YOUR genuine MIRACULOUS MEDAL to 


MASTER, Dept. § 52-, Lynbrook, N. Y. 








20 Kt YELLOW GOLD FILLED 
“th 
ius 
‘ul engag: 
= ring 2 set oe wich $1.95 


f 
eddin 
brilliant imitation dia- 
monds. 10Kt L apesy tated Setntor 


MON ty 4 te on delivery 
plus Federal Tax and 








on MONEY RACK G ARANTEE 
Clark 


Ring Co.,.2349 Milwaukee Ave. 
BEPT. 2224, CHICAGO 47, ML. 








BRIGHT 
NICKELLED 


S. & W. 
-38 SPECIAL 
2” BBL. 
REVOLVERS 


Made in U. $39 95 
Wesson, this fine 6-shot re- 

volver with swing out be ape is a terrific buy. Fine 

cond. inside & out. Fixed sights, with rich nickel- 

— finish ee Eon STAG grips. Fires oe. mer- 


made .3: is. ammo. 
only $3 sa0-s8 9s Quaiit y toahiior holster ony $3. "95. Send 
- COD’s require $1 eo ~~q deposit. 
Calif. = “> ase state tax. Shi los An- 
= aty ‘wou back 
guarantee. Must be 18 yrs. or older. 
















SEAPORT TRADERS, INC, Dept. T-9 
1221 S$. Grand Ave. los Angeles 15, Calif. 











HILLBILLY 

ROCK & ROLL 
SACRED 

FOLK & WESTERN 








SONGS 


ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
Box 6145, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 























fall, or T’d go down in defeat. and | 


couldn’t have that! 


M* NEXT tutoring hour was Friday of 
that week, and I dressed excitedly. 
wearing a new pale yellow wool sheath 
dress. very clinging, with a chiffon scarf. 

“Special occasion?” Mother asked at 
breakfast. 

“No, Mother,” I said gaily, “just to 
brighten my spirits on a cold, wintry day.” 

“Oh, by the way. dear,” she said, “your 
father and Gerald and I are going to a din- 
ner for your father’s boss at the Com- 
modore Hotel downtown, this evening, so 
you'll have to eat alone. I'll fix everything 
for you. We should be back by nine o’clock, 
I guess.” 

“All right, Mother,” I said, not paying 
too much attention, and anxious to be off 
to school. 

Well, I could have stayed at home, for 
all the good my new dress did for me. Oh. 
the guys in my classroom liked it well 
Young idiots, screeching and 
I smiled, but it began to get on 


enough. 
whistling. 
my nerves. 

Then finally, the oh, so familiar biology 
classroom. And Dr. Steven Ferguson didn’t 
even look at me! Not once, the whole class 
period! My lesson was prepared perfectly. 
and I was waving my hand in the air for 
every question. He didn’t call on me once. 
Even the kids began to notice it, and once 
when nobody raised their hands but me, he 
inswered the question himself! Tears 
swam in my eyes, but steel was in my 
heart. and I couldn’t show how I felt, not 
for everyone to see. I hurried out when 
class over. avoiding Jean and the 
others. 

By the end of the school day, I had re- 
covered, and when I went for my tutoring 
class. | was encased in my own little ice- 
berg. Or better, I was ice inside, fire out- 
side. I knew it was supposed to be in re- 
erse. but now, I had my own little game 
[ was playing. He had done it to me 

nough! He had done it once too often! 


was 
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So | was my same sweet self, during the 
tutoring session— “Yes, Steve,” this, and 
“Yes, Steve,” that, with never a word about 
how he had acted in class that morning. I 
was gratified to see that he was losing 
some of his cool. There were cracks in the 
old ice a mile wide. Like, he couldn’t seem 
to look me in the eye. and like he was 
awfully grateful for anything I would say, 
seeming to grab at crumbs. 

As we were talking, a plan began to 
form in my mind. It was now or never. 
The whole chain of events came rushing 
back into my mind—-his pious adherence to 
rules, in giving me an F at midterm, his 
holier-than-thou attitude all the time, and 





Satisfied 

If I could live my life anew 
I would not change a day. 
The way we met and fell in love 
Would be the same old way. 
I would include the little fights 
And all the fusses too. 
But most of all I won’t forget 
The day we said, “I do.” 

—Dorothine Reynolds 





then. what seemed to me. the humiliation 
of this morning. Evelyn’s taunting words 
while I waited for the bus day before yes- 
terday floated across my mind. 

I took a deep breath, and took the 
plunge: “Steve. when we’re through class. 
here, I wonder if you could come by my 
house and look at the balanced aquarium 
I've started? I think I have everything 
right. but I'd like for you to take a look 
at it.” 

“Why. of course. 
“I'd be glad to.” 

Since it was almost 4:15 anyway, we 
gathered up books and notebooks, and left. 

During the ride home. [ planned what I’d 
say and how I’d say it. when Steve found 
out my parents weren't home. He had be- 
come cool and distant again, and was 
making pleasant conversation to which all 
I had to do was listen attentively. while 
the wheels were whirring around in my 
head. 

When we got home, Steve turned to me 
saying. “I look forward to seeing your 
father again, and meeting your mother.” 

“Oh, they’re out of town,” I said cas- 
ually, as if it were an every day thing. 
“Come on in and see the aquarium.” 

My eyes dared him not to come in. called 
him chicken if he wouldn’t. 

“All right.” he said evenly. 

I had guessed right about how to keep 
his attention, because once he saw the tank, 


Marcia.” he answered. 


he was in his element. We identified some 
of the rare fish, talked fish habits, care 
and feeding. He started looking through a 
little booklet I had, and dragged one out 
of his pocket. and was happily comparing 
notes and jotting down things. 

I slipped into the kitchen, hoping mother 
was as good as her word, and that [d 
find “everything fixed,” preferably for 
quick picnic type dinner. Luck was sure 
with me, because a delicious-looking cas. 
serole dish was in the oven, timed to be 
ready just about then. There was a tossed 
salad in the refrigerator, and I sliced some 
ham from yesterday’s dinner. She had 
even made a lemon meringue pie. and | 
prepared some coffee to go with. 

Before my esteemed instructor had fi. 
ished separating the finny things from the 
leafy things. I was yelling out “Dinner’s 
ready.” 

Steve came on out into the kitchen, 
where I'd set the table for two in the little 
dinette alcove. He seemed ready to make 
a protest, but at the sight and smell of 
mother’s casserole, gave it up. 

“You didn’t do all of this in just those 
few minutes?” he asked, lifting an eye. 
brow. 

“No, indeed,” I said, laughing. “Mother 
took good care of me before they left. Now. 
have a seat. sir, and let’s dig in.” 


DIDN’T HAVE TO argue with him any 

more, and half an hour later, he was 
singing mother’s praises and wishing he 
could board with us. After dinner, he in- 
sisted I let him help with the dishes, and 
we laughed and had so much fun it didn't 
seem like a chore. 

Later, I turned on the television for the 
news programs. That was a mistake, be- 
cause it reminded him of the time. 

“T really must be going. Marcia,” he 
said. “Thank you for the dinner, I enjoyed 
But, I do think I’d better go now.” 

“Oh, just a minute, Steve.” I said. 
“there’s something I want to ask you about 
these new tropical fish I got last week. 
One of them doesn’t seem to be doing 
well.” 

I led him back over to the tank, point: 
ing out one of my prize specimens, whicl 
was lying listlessly over in a corner of the 
tank. Steve looked at him, and we looked 
up symptoms and possible causes in m) 
book, and pretty soon he had forgotten he 
ever said he was going. It’s a pretty fas 
cinating hobby, and as time slid by % 
pleasantly, I almost forgot my little plan 
for the evening. I didn’t hate Steve am) 
more, that was for sure. What drove m 
on, then, I didn’t even know. 

We were standing by the living roo 
table, discussing a few changes in the 
aquarium that Steve had _ listed, and 
sketched for me. I turned te ge o- te 
the tank, tripped and fell against him. 
caught me and steadied me with his am. 
For just one electric moment we stood like 
that without moving. I didn’t, couldnt 
move from the circle of his arm. and be 
didn’t exactly push me away. 
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“Steve!” I whispered softly. 

We moved against each other, then, and 
poth his arms came around me, and his 
kiss. the warmth and strength of him, was 
tome like nothing that had ever been be- 
fore on earth or in heaven. He broke 
away first. touched my face gently. This 
should have been my moment of triumph. 
[had forced him to be aware of me physi- 
cally. as I had planned. But instead, I 
only wanted the moment to go on forever; 
it was I who was awakened, and aware. 

“This is crazy. Marcia,” he said softly. 
“vou know it, don’t you? I did everything 
in my power to keep this from happening. 
You're all of—what, seventeen? And I’m 
an old gent of thirty. Besides—” 

“I don’t think that’s very important,” I 
said. cutting him off. “I think I could pass 
for maybe twenty, or twenty-two.” 

I arched my back. showing that I filled 
out the very adult sheath dress completely. 
He grinned a little. 

“You place so much emphasis on the 
physical side. my dear,” he said. “Don’t 
you realize you also have a lovely mind?” 
“What's wrong with my body?” T asked. 
pressing against him. 

“Oh. Marcia.” he groaned, holding me 
close again. like someone who’d been on 
the desert a long time. and I was a long, 
cool drink of water. 

I geturned his kisses with equal desire. 
and the roaring in my ears was like a tide 
that I wanted to carry me away. [ felt him 
pick me up and carry me to the davenport. 
His face came closer, and as I turned my 
head more comfortably on the pillow, I saw 
the clock on the mantel above the fireplace 
—a quarter to nine. 

Alarm, and the horror of what [ had 
planned to do. almost took control of my 
senses. 

“Steve.” I said sharply, reason returning. 
“it’s—it’s almost nine o’clock. They’re not 
out of town. They’re just out to dinner. 
They'll be back here in a few minutes. my 
uncle too.” 

He sat up slowly. stunned. 

“They who? What do you mean?” 
voice was flat, empty. 

“Oh, Steve,” I said. “I don’t know how 
to say it. I lied to you, when I said my 
parents were out of town. They and my 
uncle are at a dinner at the Commodore 
Hotel, and will be back here at 
o'clock. I wanted to—to hurt you in some 
way, because I thought you had hurt me. 
I wanted to prove to you that you were 
human. and not some sort of god. Soe, I—” 

The look on his face stopped me. It 
seemed all tight and closed in, and his eyes 
were dead. Oh, what had I done! ? 

“So you planned all of this,” he said. 
waving his hand vaguely. “W hy didn’t you 
g0 through with it? You wanted that badly 
to get me into trouble. and I thought-—” 


His 


nine 


' “Steve. Steve. please forgive me.” I 
egged. “I didn’t know. I didn’t under- 
stand. I love vou, Steve. Please don’t 


hate me,” 


If only he had shouted, or hated me, or 
even hit me, anything would have been bet- 
ter than just sitting there, all cold like I 
had killed him, or something. I looked at 
the clock again. 

“You'd better go. 
they'll be here 
don’t look like that. 
me.” 

“Forgive you?” he said. still in the voice 
of a stranger. “It’s not you who have been 
wrong. it’s I. I’ve been wrong, all the way. 
all the way from the beginning. [’ve been 


It’s almost nine, and 
Oh. Steve. please 
Please try to forgive | 


soon, 


wrong for some time. now. Goodbye, 
Marcia.” 
He touched my face gently, turned and 


walked out of the door. I heard the car 
and not until then did I burst into 
tears. I heard my 
father’s car in the driveway. Quickly, I 
grabbed naners and stuff Steve and 
I had done on the aquarium, and ran up- 
didn’t want to anyone. not 
the wav T felt right now. 

I was both heartbrokenly miserable, and 
ecstatically happy. at the same time. I 
hadn’t been lying when I told Steve I loved 
The memory of every moment with 


start. 
\ moment or two later. 


un the 


stairs. face 


him. 
him was like a—very lovely string of pearls. 
But what did he think of me? A stupid, 
vain little ninny who would ruin a man’s 
life and career for a foolish whim. If Steve 
didn’t hate me, I was quite capable of hat- 
ing myself! 

What could I do to prove to him that I 
How could I show him that I’d 
grown up, and was no longer a silly, vain 
little idiot? Oh. T wished T was dead! 


was sorry? 


didn’t have to worry about making it 
up to Steve, though. He resigned his posi- 
tion the next day. as of the end of the 
semester. My Uncle up- 
set and unhappy. as he thought so well of 
“voung Dr. Ferguson.” Uncle Gerald said. 
that Steve’s resignation had noth- 


Gerald was very 


however. 


ing to do with the school work here, that 
there was a situation back in his home 
town that required his return. 

Everyone was shocked. and sorry. Only 


by Steve’s own standards, he 
He was not bitter toward me, 


I knew that. 
had failed. 

just his usual pleasant. remote self in class. 
However, he said that. 
the end of the semester. 


since we were near 
we could discon- 
When Evelyn 
and the gang heard he was leaving, they 
laughed and said that that was what he got 
for giving me an F. T bitterly. 
They couldn’t understand why I'd become 
sort 


tinue the tutoring classes. 


smiled. 


so studious and serious-minded. I'd 
of lost them, I guess. while I found myself. 
Steve’s and I’ve decided to 


gone now, 


major in biology and do research work. 
The dream of me in a white 
dream. I do 


though, and that is that maybe Steve and I 


lab coat is no 


longer a have one dream 


will meet again. some day, and I can con- 
vince him that I’ve grown up. for real. this 
time. I can only hope. 

THE END 








| 





BE YOUR OWN 
MUSIC TEACHER 


Send For Free Book Telling aw . oe 
You Can Learn Piano, Guitar, —. g, 
ANY Instrument This EASY A- ve cw ay 


NOw IT’S EASY to learn music at 
+" home. No tiresome “‘exercises.”’ No 
teacher. Just START RIGHT OUT playing 
simple pieces. Thousands now play who never thought they 
could. Our pictured feosens, make it easy as A-B-C to 
learn to play popular music, hymns, classical and any other 
music. On easy-pay plan, low cost! 1,000,000 students in- 
cluding famous TV Star Lawrence Welk. (Our 61st year.) 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK. Find out why our 






method can teach you quickly, easily, inexpensively. bad 
Men- 


for 36-page illustrated Free Book. No obligation. 
tion your favorite instrument. Just mail 
coupon today! (No salesman will call.) 

U. S. SCHOOL 
OF muUSIC 
Studio A349, 

_ Pert t_ Washington, N. wil 





l'Y. 'S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 1 
I Studio A349, Port Washington, N. Y. | 
| Please send me your 36-page Illustrated Free Book, 

I would like to play (Name Instrument). | 
| Have you | 
| RAINE. oc coccsvescvdsase Instrument?.......... 

PE cds 6 wwe tusessapecnesjemetigeats ts,.04 ABO. .cccce | 
| (Please Print) | 
| RAGE ccccceccecocvcccedesrceusececs sovescvense ° 

ee iesiahiodiamaaiiaall ee ne 
BSE a ladendewngnpetie eran sear nomen ee 





BE GOOD TO 
YOURSELF WITH 


$50 EXTRA 


REGULARLY! 


Y 
saue SHOW LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
AND START LIVING BIGGER NOW! 


My job didn’t pay me enough to have the money it 
takes to live big. I couldn’t even buy little extra things. 
So I answered a Lucky Heart ad and let them get me 
Started on a way of life that brings more money and 
success. With the $50-$60 extra I make regularly in 
my spare time, I can be good to myself and my family, 


HAVE MONEY, BE A SUCCESS! 

All 1 do is show, demonstrate and sell Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics to friends and neighbors in my own spare 
hours. Everyone knows Lucky Heart quality, most every- 
one buys Lucky Heart Products from me, and I’m no 
saleswoman. Fact is, I’m a housewife with very little 
schooling. But Lucky Heart showed me how to make 
hig money and they'll show you too. Anyone, any age, 
anywhere can make big 
money and live bigger 
FREE and better when Lucky 
ahiae. es Heart helps them. Prove 

CASE 

olga a 










it to yourself, Free. 
Write for Lucky Heart's 
FREE DISPLAY CASE 
Offer now. Like me, 
you'll be richer for it. 


LUCKY HEART + Dept. 12-J 
400 Mulberry St. Memphis 2, Tenn. 








GET YOUR MAN 
and make him yours FOR 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
using mysterious 
3? Use Secrets of Sex 
Appeal so powerful that even 
bad women can keep good! 
men while good girls go 
without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains contidential advice that a great Love and Marriag: 
Expert has given to thousands of women—ell reduced to a 
simple set of rules—-an easy formula that you can learn to 
use to WIN YOUR MAN. 10-DAY TR!IAL—Just send 
your name and address today and on delivery deposit only 

2 plus ee with your postman. (Or send $2 with order 
2 Save PD. ani postage. t's° for 10 days. I positively 
GUARANTEE that you will be more than delighted or 
your ‘on y back 


LARCH, 118 E. 28 St., Dept. 416-K, New York 16 
73 











Blind To Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


could be only one—handsome Joe Bol- 
ton, the company’s top salesman. 

Joe was on the road most of the time, 
selling Wilson cosmetics, but whenever he 
checked in at the home office, it was like 
waiting for the results of a lottery. For Joe 
made it a point to date a new girl each time 
he was in town and all the women were in 
a dither until he made his choice. 

Although I hid it behind a mask of in- 
difference, I'd been secretly in love with 
Joe from the first day he came to work for 
the Wilson company. My heart would do 
flip-flops just at the thought of having his 
arms around me, and many a night I 
dreamed of being escorted on a gay, fun- 
filled evening by Joe, while other women 
looked on enviously. 

But my practical mind told me I was a 
fool. Maybe in a novel or a movie the hand- 
some hero suddenly notices the mousy little 
Plain Jane, but things like that didn’t hap- 
pen in real life. So while Joe played the 
field. I watched from afar as the other girls 
had the fun. 

Of course, there was Henry. Good old, 
dependable and unexciting Henry. He was 
the firm accountant, an average looking 
man in his late thirties. We had many of 
the same interests, liked the same books, 
movies and cultural activities. We'd got- 
ten in the habit of doing these things to- 
gether, sometimes going out for a quiet 
evening, other times sitting in my apart- 
ment talking about the latest best-seller 
over tea and cookies. 

No. it wasn’t my idea of great fun, either, 
but I had te have some kind of companion- 
ship. So Wednesday night became “Henry’s 
night.” and the only romantic thing about 
it was the silent, soulful glances Henry 
gave me. But I never once considered him 
as the answer to my desperate prayers for a 
man. 

Joe was my secret lover and because I 
resented the way he romanced the other 
girls in the office I constantly asserted my 
authority over them. I know they called me 
a crank and a slave-driver, but I consid- 
ered myself so far above them mentally— 
and also envied the way the dumbest of 
them could attract a man. I ran the office 
like a Marine top sergeant. 

Now. as I watched the girls leave the 
lounge, casting hopeful glances at the 
front office where Joe was in conference, 
my resentment was so strong I could almost 
taste it. I watched them closely, trying to 
find some way to vent my anger on them. 
But their typewriters were clacking away 
like machine guns, and angry as I was I 
couldn’t call them down for exchanging 
knowing smiles or a quick, whispered word 
or two. 

Finally. Joe came out of Mr. Wilson’s 
office with some papers in his hand. He 
glanced around, then went over to Jackie’s 


desk. He handed her the papers, then stood 
there looking down at her for a long time. 
I went over to them. 

“You had some typing to be done, Mr. 
Bolton?” I asked. 

“Yes, Mr. Wilson wants these back as 
soon as possible.” 

I reached down and took the papers from 
Jackie. “J make the assignments in this 
office.” I said. “Jackie has other work to 
do.” 

He apologized profusely, but he wasn’t 
looking at me. I followed his steady gaze 
and saw why he’d been hovering over 
Jackie so attentively. She was wearing a 
dress with a neckline that dipped almost 
to her navel! “Miss Wells!” I gasped. 
“What kind of outfit is that to wear? This 
is a business office, and from now on you 
dress properly or you can start looking for 
another job!” 

I swung on my heel and returned to my 
desk, handing the typing to another girl. 
When I sat down I saw that Joe had fol- 
lowed me. “What a shame!” he said in 
mock sorrow. “Now that lovely view will 
be spoiled.” 

“This isn’t a 
snapped. 

“You’re right, of course.” he said, smil- 
ing. “I just happen to think a woman 
shouldn’t hide her—uh—charms under a 
bushel. Especially if she’s got a bushel of 
charms!” 

His humor made my stern expression 
relax into a smile and he said, “There! 
That’s a hundred per cent better. It’s about 
time you came out from under that bushel 
of yours!” 

My cheeks burned and I glanced around 
quickly to see if anyone had noticed the 
way Joe was bending over me. smiling so 
friendly. I was so confused that when he 
dropped some reports on my desk and said 
he’d neglected to comnlete them, I prac- 
tically shouted that I’d be glad to do it for 
him. 

The next moment he was gone and it was 
several minutes before I could pull myself 
together. I remained in a daze long after 
the office closed at five o’clock. That night, 
tossing sleeplessly on my bed, I kept hear- 
ing Joe’s vibrant voice. kept recalling his 
mildly flattering words. which I took as an 
extravagant compliment. 


burlesque show!” I 


DON’T KNOW exactly when the idea 
occurred to me—maybe it had been per- 
colating in my mind for a long time. But I 
decided that there was no reason I couldn’t 
get a man. especially if I took Joe’s off- 


hand advice and stopped hiding my 
charms. 
The question was — what were those 


charms? On an impulse, I switched on the 
light and went over to the dresser. It was 
three o'clock in the morning. but I wasn’t 





sleepy. I peered closely into the mirror, 




































































drawing my lips into a smile. Joe had im. B Bu 
plied I was attractive when I smiled, but J be: 
I noticed something else that made my tha 
heart pound with excitement. 

The faint trace of wrinkles around my \ 
mouth vanished when I smiled! Encour. | ¢ 
aged by my astonishing discovery, I stood | the 
there experimenting with makeup—lip. whe 
stick, eye shadow, mascara. The results wal 
were beyond my wildest dreams. I was a pre 
different person. by | 

I realize now that it was more than make. up. 
up and stylish clothes that changed me like . 
a butterfly emerging from a cocoon the next bus! 
few weeks. It was my new personality that you 
made everybody sit up and take notice, 0 
The smile—which I worked overtime be. | he 1 
cause Joe had remarked about it—was only | in n 
part of the new me. My poise and self. | stari 
confidence made a big difference. In short, [as | 
I stopped thinking and acting like an olf | ane 
maid. with 

I made up my mind to show Joe Bolton | citin 
there was more to me than just a nice pair | aco! 
of eyes hidden behind old-fashioned hom | T! 
rimmed glasses. I changed my hair style | and 
and bought new clothes that called atten | Joe 
tion to my figure—which had always been |_| for 
shapely. Of course, the girls at the office | of o 
noticed how I’d changed but I ignored their | can’t 
whispered comments. I didn’t care what | ful 5 
anyone else thought—all I wanted was to Jor 
make Joe Bolton notice me. was | 

It wasn’t a case of a plain girl suddenly | Tules 
blossoming into a raving beauty. All Id | an. | 
done was highlight my good points. In ad- | once 
dition, I’d decided to apply my intelligence [/_ treate 
to the problem of getting a man. If the | both 
pretty-faced bird-brains could wriggle their | _ the li 
hips at Joe and catch his eye—I could do the m 
the same. Then, I reasoned, after he no- Joe 
ticed me he would discover that I had other | I sho 
qualities too. It son 

I had to practice being seductive—ani F ce 
good old George was handy. I remember Violen 
the first time I tried out my “new” ap I sat | 
proach on him. He came over as usual o “WI 
a Wednesday evening and I greeted him alter ; 
at the door, dressed in a filmy negligee. id WwW 

“Mattie!” he gulped in embarrassment. § '¢ 
“I didn’t think you’d be going to bed » F Pace - 
soon.” hasten 

“George, darling! Come on in,” I cooed f) “5 hi 
clinging to his arm. “I’m just relaxing.” of goit 

“Gosh, I—well. you look so different,” — Womer 
he said. that s¢ 

“Yes?” them— 

“Yes, sort of—you know, glamorous, i! |, “No, 
you don’t mind my saying so,” he told me | JUSt w 
timidly. office 

I laughed lightly. “Why, George! Yo f like th 
mean you think I’m attractive?” He 

“More than that! You know how I fe! f they ¢ 
about you, Mattie.” boastec 

“No, I don’t. How do you feel abou! Conc 
me?” I asked coyly. the wa 

“Well, I—that is—” He stopped, ther f loved h 
suddenly put his arms around me awkw the ter 
ly—and I couldn’t help imagining how Je F night y 
might do it. I turned my face up to his ing reg 
waited. His kiss was sweet and tender, bil F Wer 

my heart didn’t beat faster and my h ata ha 





didn’t go whirling. It was just a gestutt 
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of friendship as far as I was concerned. 
But it was the first time George had ever 
hecome so romantic and I was sure then 
that Joe would treat me differently, too. 


ND I was right. Joe came off the road 
[\ the following week. He walked into 
the office and gave a long, low whistle 
when he saw me. I saw him coming to- 
wards my desk and ducked my head and 
pretended to be busy. Only when he stood 
by the desk smiling down at me did I look 
up. 

“You sure came out 

bushel!” he said in amazement. 
you owe me a luncheon date.” 
" Of course. I pretended not to know what 
he was talking about. but secretly I was 
in my glory. I could see the other girls 
staring enviously at me so I kept Joe there 
as long as I dared, just so they could get 
an eyeful. Finally, I agreed to have lunch 
with him. and that was the start of an ex- 
citing. fun-filled romance that kept me in 
a complete daze. 

That first date was followed by others, 
and for some reason I don’t remember now, 
Joe stayed in the city longer than usual. 
I forgot all about George in my gay round 
of outings with Joe. Looking back, I still 
can’t understand what mysterious, power- 
ful spell he cast over me. 

Joe-was a natural-born lady’s man. He 
was cute—and knew it. He broke all the 
rules ever written on how to court a wom- 
an. He’d show up late for dates and never 
once try to give a plausible excuse. He 
treated me in a casual, offhand manner that 
both angered and tantalized me. But all 
the little slights and irritations disappeared 
the moment he’d take me in his arms. 

Joe was the first man I’d ever loved and 
I showered so much affection on him that 
it sometimes frightened me. I remember 
once I pulled away from him, trembling 
violently, my lips tingling from his kisses. 
I sat there trying to recover my poise. 

“What’s the matter, baby?” Joe asked 
after a moment. “Tired?” 

I was. but I'd have died before admit- 
ting to him that keeping up with his dizzy 
pace was wearing me out. “Oh, no,” I 
hastened to assure him, wondering if he 
was hinting that his other girls never tired 
of going out with him. And he had other 
women—that IT knew. And I also knew 
that somehow. I had to win him away from 
them—make him completely mine. 

_ “No, I feel fine.” I continued. “I was 
Just wondering what the girls down at the 
office would say if they saw us together 


from under that 


“T think 


| like this.” 


He chuckled. “They'd probably wish 
they could trade places with you!” he 
hoasted, giving me a little hug. 

Conceited ? Stuck-up? Yes, but that’s 


| the way he was and I convinced myself I 


loved him the way he was. Especially after 
the terrible shock I received on Saturday 
night not long after Joe and I started dat- 
ing regularly. 


7.9 
We'd been out dancing and then stopped 


a : : 
| ata bar for some drinks. It was late when 
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Joe finally took me home and with the 
liquor he’d consumed, even he was ex- 
hausted. He flopped down on the sofa and 
promptly went to sleep. I tried hard to 
wake him, fearing the neighbors’ gossip if 
a man stayed all night in my apartment. 
Rut when I reached down and shook him, 
loe reached up and pulled me down on 
the cushions beside him. 

“Please, Joe!” I protested. 

“What's the matter, baby?” he mumbled. 
‘Don’t you love me?” 

“Of course I do, Joe, honey. But it’s late. 
| think you’d better go.” 

“Tust like that, hunh?” He pulled my 
face down and tried to kiss me. “Let’s 
stop playing games—and get down to 
business,” he said. 

I jerked away from him and jumped to 
my feet. my face burning with shame. 
Joe sat up, a sneer on his lips. “That 
tears it, baby! I know when I’ve been 
wasting my time.” He snatched up his hat 
ind walked unsteadily to the door. 

| rushed into my bedroom and fell across 
the bed. A dull ache stole through my 
trembling body. Had I ruined my chance 
for a man by acting like a prude? I knew 
what Joe wanted—but I also knew what I 
wanted, and it wasn’t a brief thrill that 
would be over the next day. Not a brief 
interlude of passion, but true and lasting 
love. a home. Snatches of conversations 
I'd heard at the office flitted through my 
mind—brazen stories of affairs in which 
narriage was not even considered. They 
alled it being modern. Did a woman have 
to surrender her decency to a man’s desire 
in order to get and hold him? 

I could not find the answers and drifted 
off to sleep still confused, hurt—and more 
hungry than ever for Joe’s arms around me. 

The next morning at the office Joe said 
iothing of what had happened the night 
before, and if he felt sorry for the way he’d 
walked out on me he didn’t show it. He 
was his same confident. breezy self when 
he strolled in. 

He made it a point to avoid me all day, 
laughing and chatting with the other girls. 
[ finally managed to get him alone and 
isked him to come by that night. 

He cocked an eyebrow at me. “Only if 
ve play my way. baby,” he said. “I’m not 
ibout to draw another blank.” 

I winced as if he had struck me in the 
face. I'd made up my mind to give in to his 
wishes, but hearing it put so bluntly made 
me sick at heart. However, I forced a smile 
that was intended to be alluring and said. 
‘Faint heart never won fair lady.” 

He nodded shortly. “Well, we'll see.” 

! don’t know what I expected that night. 
\ heavenly flight to the heights on the 
wings of love—like in the novels, I sup- 
pose. Only it didn’t happen that way. Joe 
showed up drunk and from the very be- 
cinning the whole thing seemed cheap. 

Joe’s fumbling caresses and moist kisses 
repelled me, but I submitted. The ecstasy 
| usually felt in his embrace was missing 
ind it seemed that he went through a well- 
rehearsed routine that had no more mean- 
76 








ing to him than the movements in driving 
a car. 

Then, just as the final shreds of my re- 
sistance were dissolving, Joe passed out! 
It would have been funny if it hadn’t been 
so astonishing. Joe Bolton, the great lover, 
unable to make love to a woman who was 
eager and willing! But he’d had too many 
drinks and when [ tried to rouse him he 
merely grunted and shoved me away. 

I went to bed. my emotions in a wild, 
confused state. 


HE NEXT MORNING as I fixed break- 

- fast for the two of us, Joe came into the 
kitchen. He kissed me on the neck and 
gulped down the tomato juice I'd poured 
for him. “Almost like being married,” he 
said. as he sat down at the table. 

I whirled away from the stove. my heart 
pounding furiously. Was this it? Had the 
moment I’d dreamed of for so long come 
at last? He will ask me to marry him, I 
told myself—after last night, he has to! 
But my hopes were cruelly shattered when 
Joe, seeing the expectant glow in my eyes, 
went on: “I said almost, baby. It’s nice 
playing house like this, but every day and 
Sunday too—that would be a drag!” He 
leaned back comfortably. “We’ve got the 
right idea, you and I,” he said confiden- 
tially. “Take your kicks where you find 
them, no strings attached.” 

“But, Joe—” 

“That doesn’t mean we can’t have our 
fun,” he added with a knowing smile. “You 
were terrific last night, baby—the great- 
est!” 

I stared at him, unbelieving, so shocked 
I couldn’t speak. His confident smile sud- 
denly appeared to be a triumphant leer. 
He was so sure I had yielded to his drunk- 
en advances that he was boasting about 
it as if it had actually happened! And then 
I saw him in his true light. 

He was God’s gift to women—none could 
resist him—he thought! He was so sure of 
his charm and lovemaking that it never 
occurred to him that he might not be suc- 
cessful. 

And I saw myself in my true light—a 
lonely frustrated woman who had almost 
succumbed to the advances of a man who 
couldn’t even remember whether he’d made 
love to me or not. 

In a sudden rage—-partly at my own 
stupidity, but directed at Joe—I slammed 
the coffee pot back on the stove and yelled 
at him to get out. My sudden outburst 
took him by surprise and he tried to calm 
me. I jerked away from him and ran to 
my bedroom and locked the door. A short 
time later. I heard him leave. 

I didn’t have to wait long to find out 
that Joe was an even bigger heel than I 
imagined. He was one of those men who 
can’t help bragging about their conquests, 
and although nothing had actually hap- 
pened, Joe spread the tale of his overnight 
stay at my apartment. 

I could see it in the eyes of the girls and 
I sensed the difference in the attitude of 
the men toward me. Joe did a thorough 








job. If he had any doubts about w. at had 
happened that night, he didn’t show it, }; 
would have ruined his reputation for him » 
admit defeat with even me. 

But I refused to run away. To do thy | 
would have merely added weight to Joe’: | 
version of our affair. It was the hardey 
ordeal I ever endured to go about my| tha 
duties, trying to ignore the whispers ani} old 
contemptuous glances of the entire office | doy 
staff. I guess I'd been so high and mighty | Son 
they got a big kick out of my downfall, cats 
cou 
D URING THIS trying period I fou} int 

that my only true friend was Georg. | nd 
good old dependable George. who bega | 9} 
coming around again on Wednesday} lw; 
Sometimes we’d just sit without talking | (rer 
and just his being there was comforting | and 
Now and then I wondered how he fe} thos 
about all the gossip about me, but he never I 
said anything. » aisle 

Then, one night after he had driven m | |oaf 
home, George took my hand in his and} here 
squeezed it. Cutt 

“T guess you know what I want to say” } and 
he whispered. “I’ve said it so many time! |ike 
I can’t even think up any new words.” I wa 

“The old words were pretty wonderful | and 









George.” while 
“Then—will you marry me, Mattie? Yu} Rosi 
know I love you. I always have. You'e} that? 
been so—so distant lately that I’ve been} sof ; 
afraid to bring it up before now.” tende 
I looked at him long and tenderly. h{ chan; 
his clear brown eyes was a light I'd never} “Som 
seen in Joe’s gay, laughing eyes, butit] Rosie 
was steady and full of the kind of love tha} house 
endures. All I had to do was say the wor] off th 
and the happiness I could never find with} scrap 
Joe would be mine. for— 
Yet, almost without thinking. I blurtel 
out the whole ugly story of my affair wit [? 1 
Joe. Bitter tears blinded my eyes as! we 
finished. “Now you know,” I sobbed. shake 
But George’s arms tightened around m} "y h 
shaking shoulders and he was whisperiny retchi 
soothing words into my ear. “You've not> "? de 
ing to be ashamed of, darling. Don’t yo they a 
think I’ve heard all those wild tales Joe he ns 
been spreading around the office? Ani sy 
don’t you know I love you too much to pa ily li 
any attention to them?” dens 
I shook my head miserably. “Nothitt | ono, 
happened, but—I wanted it to.” I faltered hrougk 
“That’s what frightens me, makes me fe! Now 
so cheap. I was willing to do anything} childh, 
asked me that night.” tears ¢ 
“T know that a fellow like Joe can swe! | I wasn 
a woman off her feet,” George comfort | cause ] 
“And I know that he’s the kind of guy wh were— 
builds his own reputation by trying to ™ I reali 
the reputation of every woman he mets} Prepar 
When they don’t succeed, they try tos" from th 
the impression that they did.” said ta 
“I guess I was afraid love would p*} = 
me by. so I grabbed at the first ihing the “Come 
came along.” . 
“No, not the first.” George gently chided - ie 
“T was the first.” » tL affectio 
“And you'll always be. darling I pul 
breathed. “Always!” THE EN as cold 
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I Didn’t Know I Was A Negro 


(Continued from Page 33) 


that old shack with wads of newspapers and 
old catalogues nailed at the glassless win- 
dows to keep out the cold in winter months. 
Some days we were allowed to take the 
catalogues down for us kids to look at. I 
could almost smell the sweet pine needles 
in the burlap-covered mattress we slept on 
under the big Banyan tree in the back yard 
on hot summer nights—a mattress that was 
always crowded with warm squirming chil- 
dren’s bodies—my four younger brothers 
and sisters—babies as dark skinned as 
those people I’d just left on Dover Place. 

I held my bare leg out towards the bus 
aisle to look at the light skin above my 
loafers, and as if it was yesterday I remem- 
bered the time I smeared thick mud from 
Cutter’s Creek all over my feet and legs 
and sat in the sun until it dried so I’d look 
like the rest of the kids. Then, just when 
| was feeling so happy, I was grabbed up 
and held under the pump and scrubbed 
while Mom scolded, “Ain’t you ‘shamed 
Rosie? Gettin’ yo’sef all dirtied up like 
that? Remember—yo’ is white—-keep yo’- 
se} white! It’s what the Good Lord in- 
tended!” There were other times she’d 
change the words of the scolding to: 
“Someday yo’ gonna be a fine white lady. 
Rosie, with fancy clothes and a big white 
house like Miss Cutters. Yo’ is goin eat 
off the fat of the land and not just get the 
scraps! like poor colored folks got to settle 
for—!” 


T WAS warm on the bus, but a chill 

went all through me and [ started to 
shake and I couldn’t stop. I had to hold 
my hand over my mouth to keep from 
retching, because I knew now there was 
no denying it. I had to accept the fact: 
they all told the truth tonight—I was col- 
ored. I had been made to pass for white. 
| had lived a lie all these years. I had 
heen denied the love and affection of fam- 
ily life, I had been made to believe I was 
ilone in the world because a woman named 
Lenora Jefferson decided I should be 
brought up as white. 

Now at eighteen. I relived some of the 
childhood heartache and once again the 
tears came as they used to when I’d feel 
I wasn’t loved as much as the others—be- 
cause I wasn’t hugged and kissed like they 
were—and how I’d hated being different. 
I realized now Aunt Lottie had my folks 
Prepare me for my lonely parentless future 
from the day I was born because they never 
said to me like they did to the others. 
“Come heah to Mama—” or “do this or 
that fo’ Papa—” it was always simply 
Come heah!” followed by a swat on the 
behind for nothing, or a box on the ears. 
I guess they felt I wouldn’t miss love and 
affection if I didn’t get any. 

I pulled my coat tight around me. I was 
as cold now as that September morning 


soon after I'd turned five. I thought I was 
going with the other tenant farmer’s chil- 
dren of the vicinity to the Negro grade 
school about miles down the Little 
Rock highway. Instead. I was waked up 
before it was completely daylight one 
morning, scrubbed until my skin hurt, 
dressed up in things that came in one of 
those big packages like we always got at 
Christmas and Easter time from “our 
angel up noth” Mom called the sender, 
then I was driven into town in the buck- 
board, put on a Greyhound bus with my 
name written on a piece of paper and 
pinned to my sweater--and told to be a 
good girl keep my mouth shut to strangers, 
and “DON’T NEVER FO’GET WHAT WE 
TOL’ YO’ LAST NIGHT!” Mom’s 
parting words while she settled me in the 
bus seat. I didn’t understand then why 
Mom was in such a rush to get off the bus, 
why she so quickly stepped aside so people 
could see I was white and entitled to sit 
up front near the driver. I waited for her 
to hug me and kiss me goodbye like she 
always did company when they left our 
place. but she didn’t. 

When I saw her through the window. 
standing there in the dusty street beside 
the buckboard. her mouth was all tight and 
pinched and her dark shiny cheeks were 
wet but it didn’t enter my mind she was 
crying. I wanted to call out. “Take me 
off here. Mama- Come take 
me off. Mama!” but T didn’t—because in 
my babyish mind I'd already decided if 
she wanted me and loved me she wouldn’t 
have put me on the bus in the first place. 

Those first hours on that bus I stared 
out the window and cried and _ thought 
about all the things I'd heen told the past 
weeks— word Mama or 
Papa. if I should ever see them anytime 
anywhere—that something dreadful would 
happen if I ever again recognized any of 
my little brothers and sisters. Because I 
was five years old it all sounded like a big 
game—a scary. frightening but fascinating 
game that didn’t make sense to me, but I 
liked it because T had such an important 
part in it. 

Part of the game was to repeat over and 
over: I am a white girl—-My name is Rose 
Jefferson—I white--My Mama and 
Papa are dead—I have no kin folks to 
live with. And I was to forget everything 
I ever did or saw up until the time T was 
put on that bus 

My Aunt Lottie met me at the bus depot. 
She was as dark-skinned as Mama but she 
was dressed fancy like they did in the cata- 
logues nailed at our cabin windows, and 
the house she took me to for that one night 
was so elegant my childish mind thought 
it was one of the castles in my cousin 
Ruthie Mae’s make up stories. /t was the 
same house I'd just come from. 1 thought 


two 


were 


I’m scared! 


never to use the 
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then I was to live in it with Aunt Lottie 
but the next morning she took me in a taxi 
way out in the country to The Elms board- 
ing school—a school for white girls only. 

I clung tight to her hand in the hall and 
when she practically shoved me aside to 
shut the door to be alone to talk with the 
head lady of the school, I was doubly sure 
nobody loved me or wanted me. I even 
thought she was selling me because I’d 
heard the word “money.” I felt so miser- 
able I didn’t even bother looking out the 
window when I heard the cab pull out of 
the driveway, because I knew Aunt Lottie 
was in it—and, like Mama, she hadn’t 
kissed me or hugged me goodbye. 

I guess right then I began to do what 
I had been told and drilled to do: I put 
everyone and everything I knew from my 
mind. I stood there in the hall and made 
up another game, my own game. I was a 
big secret. Nobody knew me and I didn’t 
know anybody, but someday I’d grow up 
to be a beautiful big lady and have dozens 
of little children crawling all over me. I 
would hug them until they squealed and 
I would kiss them all the time... . 


rMHERE WERE children of all ages and 

sizes in The Elms, but I was about the 
only one who never had visitors come or 
relatives ask me away for holidays and 
\irs. Barnes and the other staff members 
made over me a lot. but for some reason 
[ never felt too close to any of them. 

Once in a long while strange little things 
would nag at my mind and puzzle me, like 
the day someone braided Amy’s hair and 
[ started to giggle, suddenly remembering 
the dozens of tight little pigtails on my 
sister Evvy’s head. But when the girls 
wanted to know what I thought was so 
funny, a scary sort of feeling inside me 
chased the picture and the words away 
and I couldn’t tell them. 

I never needed or wanted anything. 
\long with my tuition check every semes- 
ter came allowance money for me that 
increased with my age. The Elms wasn’t 
a fancy or strict schoo] and I guess I did 
the average amount of usual boarding 
school pranks, but I never was really 
scolded or made to feel I did anything very 
wrong until the Saturday in October when 
I was thirteen. 

Saturday afternoon was ‘free time’ to do 
with as we pleased; wash our hair, write 
letters or just nap. I washed out my gym 
socks and went into the laundry room to 
hang them up before laying down when 
Mamie. the colored ironing lady, stopped 
me: “Miss Rose, would you please tell 
my boy Ernie I'll be fifteen more minutes. 
He can go fetch the ice cream if he wants, 
or just set and wait on me.” She nodded 
towards the driveway, and the pick-up 
truck parked there. I’d seen it before on 
Saturdays when it came to get Mamie. 

Ernie looked grown-up to me, sitting 
there behind the wheel, about fourteen or 
fifteen. He was strumming on a ukelele 
when I walked up but he stopped and 
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smiled sort of embarrassed when he saw 
me. “My birthday present—thought I'd try 
it out while I waited for Mama—” 

“Oh, then I guess the ice cream is for 
you,” I said, giving him Mamie’s message. 
“Are you having a party?” 

“Sort of—just kin folks and some neigh- 
boring kids—” he said, but the way his 
dark eyes gleamed and his smile widened 
to show his perfect white teeth, I suddenly 
wished I had been invited to his party. 

“Go on and play something. I love 
music,” I said. and he made a few chords 
while I stood there in the driveway. Next 
thing I knew I had opened the door and 
crawled up on the seat beside him. “You 
know Old Man River?” I asked him, 
humming the tune. Instead of answering 
he chorded the melody. And that’s the 
way it went; I’d suggest a tune and he’d 
play it and we’d both hum or sing it. I 
was still secretly hoping he’d ask me to 
come to his party when Mamie came out. 
I even thought she might suggest it when 
she saw what a good time we were having 
together, but she just said something about 
they had better get on their way. 

“Well, okay Ernie. and Happy Birth- 
day.” I said, and then on impulse I put 
my arm around him and kissed him on the 
cheek. Just then the car door opened and 
Mrs. Barnes reached over Mamie and 
pulled me by the arm. 

“Come inside. young lady—you’re de- 
laying Mamie, she said and something in 
her tone made me scramble out of there 
pretty fast. 

Mrs. Barnes held my arm tight until I 
was in her office and she closed the door. 
Then she gave me a scolding that made 
me feel I’d committed some terrible crime. 
She kept me there almost an hour, and 
the more she talked the more I felt I had 
contaminated myself by sitting out there 
with Ernie. 

“I can’t understand you doing such a 
thing, Rose—actually kissing that boy!” 

“Amy kissed her brother when he came 
for her birthday last week,” I said, “I 
don’t see—” but she didn’t let me finish. 

“George is Amy’s brother—and he isn’t 
colored!” and she said the word ‘colored’ 
as if it was a disease. She said a lot more 
after that and while she talked I thought: 
how glad I am to be white. How awful 
it must be to be talked about like she 
talked about Mamie. At the same time I 
felt sorry for all those people in the world 
the good Lord forgot to make white. I 
thought what a mean trick He’d played 
on them. “I know God made Negroes just 
as He made us,” Mrs. Barnes went on 
almost as if she read my mind, “and I 
wouldn’t harm one for the world. But 
they’re different. Rose.” I wanted to end 
the session I thought was much-to-do-about- 
nothing, so I just promised in the future 

I would remember to “act like a lady,” so I 
could go to my room and read. 


MY WESTFALL was my best friend 
all through The Elms—she and I and 
Marion Bundy shared a room. The only 





time we ever had “words” was the day ye 
went into town to shop, with Mrs. Billings 
our social studies teacher. While the others 
were buying shoes, I bought a_purpk 
sweater. Like we always did, back in oy 
room we opened our packages and tried 
everything on. When Amy saw that sweate 
she nearly exploded. “For Pete’s sake 
Rose—take that back tomorrow! It’s awfyl 
—it looks downright niggerish on you!” 
and I don’t know why but the way sh 
said niggerish made me so angry I flared 
up and yanked it out of her hands. 


“Well I like it—it’s a beautiful shade 


just like those pansies out there,” I nodded 
towards the patch of blooms around the 


bird bath in the yard outside our windoy | 
but I couldn’t see them now for the tear | 
in my eyes, “if you’ve got to be Negro t | 


like purple then I wish I was—hecaug 
it’s my favorite color! And remember Mr, 
Barnes said we weren’t to use the worl 
nigger—it’s crude!” 

“Rose! What a terrible thing to say! 


Nobody in their right mind would want | 
to be colored for any reason!” then sh |} 


looked at me real hard in the mirror ani 
held the sweater up in front of me while] 
glared at her, “Guess it isn’t so bad on you 
at that—with your loeks you can wear 
anything. You’ve got such big dark eyes, 


Just wear a different lipstick.” And im > 


mediately we were good friends again. 


She included me as often as it was pos f 


sible, whenever a relative took her on an 
outing. I wouldn’t have had the courage 
to go down to the auditorium the firs 
dance we were allowed to attend, if sh 


hadn’t insisted I go, promising she'd si } 
with me the whole time. If it wasn’t fo} 


her. I wouldn’t have accepted the first out: 
of-school date with Robert Harris. 
“Rose, you’re one of the prettiest girk 
in this school, but if you don’t get over 
being so darn shy and_ wall-floweris) 
around strangers you'll die an old maid!” 
she said that first dance night. “Sometime 
you act like you live in your own Iittk 
world, like it’s the rest of the world, ani 
Rose, gosh, you got to learn to go alon 
with the crowd these days!” Rather tha 
argue with her, I got dressed and well 
down to the auditorium and met Bob. 


HE LAST FRIDAY of the month the 

juniors and seniors from Mt. Ryw 
School for Boys on the other side of tow 
came over for a dance at The Elms wit 
our juniors and seniors. They brought 
their own orchestra too. Bob was the coat 
and physical education teacher at Mt. Ryw 
and came along at first just as one of th 
chaperones. Then he got to coming 10 
the dances, and called me up _betwett 
times. He was tall and blonde and the be 
looking guy I’d ever seen. He was * 
years older than I was, but we hit it of 
beautifully from the very beginning. 
fore long I couldn’t imagine what life 
heen like before I knew Bob and his lot 

I knew he was going to ask me to mal 
him the night of our New Year’s Eve patty 
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Jong before he got me on the porch away 
from the noise-makers and music. It was 
cold and he held me inside his jacket close 
against his heart and it pounded as hard 
as mine did. 

“[ love you so much, Rose. I want you 
to marry me. I know you’re too young to 
settle down and haven’t gone out with other 
povs.” He said it all fast as if he was 
afraid I'd stop him, “And my salary isn’t 
much yet. But I can wait—just say you 
love me.” 

“Oh yes! I love you so very much!” 
The words rushed out quick so he could 
kiss me again. I wanted to feel his mouth 
on mine. I wanted him to hold me tight 
and never let me go, because for the first 
time in my life I felt I actually belonged to 
someone—someone wanted me—loved me 
—and it was a glorious feeling. Bob didn’t 
have to suggest twice that we get in his 
car and go for a drive, to talk and to plan. 

It would have been the most wonderful 
night in the world even if the moon wasn’t 
high and bright and the sky crystal clear. 
I snuggled close against him and day- 
dreamed about being Mrs. Robert Harris. 
Right then I even saw myself as the mother 
of his children. To me love and marriage 
meant a houseful of babies. The girls 
always laughed when Id say things like 
that. And because I spent my ‘free time’ 
helping the house mother with the little 
kids, Amy said I'd make a good school 
teacher. 

We drove out the Cross Town Pike a 
piece, then Bob pulled to the side of the 
road and shut off the motor and we talked 
and planned. Before he suggested it, I 
offered to take instruction immediately so 
I could accept his religion as mine. “I 
hope you'll never be sorry,” he said so 
seriously that I loved him all the more. 
“Just be prepared for a few penny-pinch- 
ing years, sweetheart.” he laughed and 
chucked me under the chin, “because we'll 
probably have a baby every year—” 

“I hope we have a dozen!” I declared 
and meant it! “I wouldn’t want to raise 
just one alone. I’ve always felt sort of 
cheated. not having a family—” 

“I know—I’m one of six—you’ll meet 
them all this summer. We'll go to Ohio 
for our honeymoon.” Then he got to talk- 
ing about his family and how his folks 
would love me—and I’d be crazy about 
them. 

“They're plain people, honey, not too 
well off. Pop’s the Mayor of Cloudville 
but at home Mom rules the roost—and 
lets Pop believe he’s the boss! You'll be 
in the house five minutes and he’ll start 
arguing either politics or religion with you, 
I swear it!” He stopped to kiss me then 
he went on, “Mom wrote last week he got 
on the outs with his best friend, over the 
Little Rock school thing--sometimes Pop 
gets a bit radical—but I can see his point. 
T guess I'm a chip off the old block.” 

We'd discussed the southern school seg- 
regation situation in social studies a month 


ago, but to me and the rest of the girls 
it was just something we had to read about 
and discuss to get a grade on a report card, 
and I couldn’t see how two grown men 
could break up a friendship over some- 
thing the Government was fighting about— 

“Oh you know how older folks are, honey 
—they get set in their ways,” Bob ex- 
plained and I was a little sorry I had said 
anything because I didn’t want to talk 
about his father’s political viewpoints. I 
wanted to just sit there and hug and kiss 
him and sort of daydream about us being 
together all the time. 

I didn’t really care what Bob or his 
father thought. or how the rest of the world 
felt about Negroes and whites, but it was 
such a beautiful night and I was so happy 
and content to be here in Bob’s arms, as 
long as he reached down to kiss me every 
few minutes. 

I tried to concentrate on the noisy New 
Year’s Eve celebrations coming over the 
radio to get rid of the funny little feeling 
Bob’s words gave me. 

For me, the bells and excitement and 
music of New Year’s Eve still echoed in 
my heart five weeks later when Mrs. Barnes 
showed the letter from the bank—and five 
hours later I was living in the pits of hell. 


“N\ ISS, THIS IS your stop!” the bus 

‘* driver boomed out and I jumped 
up and ran down the road and for the first 
time in my life I went around back of the 
main dormitory building and slipped in 
that door and up to the room I shared with 
Amy and Marion. Everyone would be down 
in the recreation room watching TV until 
eleven. I undressed and crawled into bed 
—not to sleep but to think. to try to 
straighten out my mixed up mind. I didn’t 
cry. What I felt 
tears. I was plain scared to death. I lay 
there and shook al] over, imagining the 
look on the girls faces when they found 
out I was a Negro. And Bob—oh dear 
God what would Bob say? 

I lay there and everything I had ever 
heard, all of the remarks the girls at The 
Elms had ever made. the things I'd read 
in the newspapers about the mess in Little 
Rock, things Bob had said that night he 
asked me to marry him, his echoing dozens, 
hundreds of petty prejudices and resent- 
ments that meant nothing to me before, 


was too enormous for 


now screamed into my thoughts. 

And above and beyond everything else 
I felt was my hatred. I hated my grand- 
father, the white men who had done this 
to me. I hated the colored woman who had 
given birth to his child. I hated Lenora 
Jefferson and my parents too, for letting 
me live a lie. And most of all I hated God 
for playing this trick on me, for making 
me white on the outside and colored on 
the inside. Once again, I had no one. No 
one belonged to me and I didn’t belong 
to anyone. 

Then, as if it were right inside of me, 
I heard a voice and I repeated what that 


voice told me to say: I am a white girl— 
my name is Rose Jefferson—My mother 
and father are dead—I have no living kin. 

I was white, on the outside, the side the 
world saw. Why should I say anything dif- 
ferent? What was to be gained by it. If 
Lenora Jefferson had denied herself things 
in her life so that I could be a part of the 
world she felt had the advantages I was 
entitled to, that all human beings are en- 
titled to, then I owed it to her to stay in 
that world! She was older and wiser than 
I. So were all those folks I met on Dover 
Place. They lived in the black world, and 
they felt it was God’s will I should never 
be in it—so I wouldn’t be! 


Y THE TIME I finished talking to my- 

self, I was determined to pretend to- 
night never happened. I'd marry Bob, in 
June, soon as school was out. Somehow 
I'd find a way to convince him we should 
move to Ohio—far away from anyone even 
remotely connected with my life before 
The Elms. 

I got dressed and went to find Mrs. 
Barnes. She was down in her office. I 
started right in before she had a chance to 
ask questions. I told her she was right; my 
trip was a waste of time. I said the aunt 
who paid my tuition was the only relative 
I had, that I talked with the housekeeper. 
The place was being fixed up to sell to pay 
off the woman’s debts. And the story I 
made up as I went along sounded so good 
I believed it myself by the time I finished! 
I didn’t even flinch when I answered, “Yes, 
the woman I talked to tonight was the same 
housekeeper brought me out here thirteen 
years ago. She said my folks died in a 
flu epidemic when I wasn’t much more 
than a baby. This Lenora Jefferson was an 
eccentric old lady who didn’t like people 
or children, that’s why she put me in 
school instead of raising me herself.” 

“Well I’m glad you went, Rose,” Mrs. 
Barnes said. “If I had talked you out of 
it you wouldn’t have had any peace of 
mind. Now you can forget the whole thing. 
And don’t worry about money—we’ll man- 
age about graduation—and see that you 
have a nice wedding—” 

Those next days went along in routine 
fashion except that now I thought of little 
else but getting married in June and get- 
ting out of town. 

Then, all of a sudden I couldn’t go to 
sleep nights, or if I did, ’'d wake up hav- 
ing horrible mixed up dreams I couldn't 
remember, but Id be all scared feeling 
until I turned on the light. I lost my ap- 
petite and had to force the food down to 
keep the nurse from putting me “on ob- 
servation”—which meant to be confined to 
your room until something developed. And 
strangest thing of all, I started to take 
offense at every little thing Amy or Marion 
said. In the back of my mind nagged the 
idea they were secretly making fun of me 
—for the way I dressed, the colors I chose, 
for being stupid in class. And if I glanced 
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up and saw someone looking at me the 
blood rushed to my cheeks with the thought 
they were trying to find something different 
about me. And poor Bob looked hurt and 
confused most of the time because I got 
short tempered with him over everything— 
and nothing. If he tried to talk about his 
sisters or brothers, or what his mother had 
to say about me and our marriage, I’d 
top by changing the subject. I got so I 
couldn’t bear to hear anyone talk about 
their folks. 

Instead of scolding me for being rude to 
him, Bob made me promise to see a doctor 
for a check-up, and to take vitamin pills 
to get my appetite back. And he’d leave 
long before I wanted him to, saying I had 
to get to bed. But just going to bed didn’t 
help. Many a night I was still awake, 
exhausted from tossing and turning, until 
ilmost dawn. 

One night I dreamed I was in a hospital 
hed. Bob was smiling down at me and my 
arms were full of babies. I was so happy 
! laughed loud and hard because all the 
babies were as dark as chocolate. Then 
the babies began to cry. They cried and 
ried and I looked at Bob and said they 
vere mad because they wanted a colored 
\fama—they didn’t like me. 

“Rose! Wake up, Rose!” I opened my 
eyes and Amy was shaking me, “Gosh, you 
were having a nightmare, you scared me 
io death laughing in your sleep. You were 
ilmost Aysterical—” 

The dream had been so vivid and real 
| expected to see half a dozen babies in 
my arms when I looked down—Negro 
habies. “You okay, Rose?” 

“Hey! Shut off the light!” Marion 
alled from her side of the room, and Amy 
lid as soon as I assured her I was all 
ight. 

| pulled the covers up tight around me, 
vecause the cold sweat that oozed out of my 
sores made me shiver while I tried to 
inalyze the dream. Mrs. Billings had said 
mee in our social studies class that Negro 
babies were usually light-skinned when 
they were born—why should I see them 
black in my dream? And why hadn’t I 
thought of this possibility before now, that 
ill of Bob’s and my children might be 
‘olored ones? I lay there and racked my 
brain trying to remember what she’d said 
‘bout the genes in the black and white 
rabbits but I hadn’t paid enough attention. 
Now. I had to know, I had to find out, not 
from a book but from someone who could 
explain it so I would understand. so I 
could put my mind at ease. Surely two 
white people—and round and round my 
mind went. 


| THOUGHT morning would never come. 

I listened to the clock on the dresser 
tick away the minutes and I watched the 
room slowly turn pinkish gray with the 
first light of dawn, then I got up and 
dressed, careful not to wake the girls. I 
hurried down to Mrs. Barnes office and 
scribbled her a note, saying the only lie I 





could think of: that | had forgotten I 
promised the housekeeper at 4817 Dover 
Place I’d come out early today to go over 
Lenora Jefferson’s personal belongings to 
see if there were any mementos I wanted; 
I'd be back by the time Bob came over at 
noon. 

But instead of going to Dover Place I 
went out to Mercy City Hospital where 
Wilbur Davis was an interne. 

If he was surprised to see me he didn’t 
let on. This time when he held his hand 
out to me I took it, and something in the 
warmth and strength of his clasp while 
he led me into his small office, chased my 
embarrassment. I don’t remember exactly 
what I said or how I got the idea across 
to him that I was worried about the color 
of my babies when I married Robert Harris 
—and that I came there for him to assure 
me they'd all be white, because I had no 
intention of telling Bob the truth about 
me! 

He quietly got a book from a shelf and 
leafed through it, then he showed me the 
pictures of the black and white rabbits 
and all the A’s and double A’s and X’s and 
diagrams of genes. almost the same as in 
the book Mrs. Billings used. but none of it 
made sense to me. 

“Just tell me in plain words. Doctor.” 
I pushed the book back to him. “Will I 
have white children? Is there any chance 
in the world they might not be white?” 

I didn’t realize I was talking loud until 
he got up and closed the door into the 
hall. “According to the book, Rose.” he 
said without looking at me, “your chances 
of having a dark skinned baby are one out 
of four, approximately. Everyone with 
mixed blood carries at least one black 
gene—it could lie dormant—” 

“That’s simple enough. [ll only have 
three!” I stopped him. 

“The book doesn’t guarantee which one 
of the four will be the dark-skinned one, 
Rose.” He reached over and put his hand 
on mine as if he could stop the tremble 
that started through my body. “T started 
to say. perhaps the black gene won’t be 
active for another generation, or two or 
three. I know this is an unethical thing 
to say but in your situation. if you feel 
it will be a major problem in your mar- 
riage. it would be wise to give up the idea 
of having children, completely.” 

“What?” I got to my feet to leave. 
Suddenly I hated the man. I hated him 
along with the rest of the world. “But 
that’s why Catholics get married! I’ve 
started my instructions already because I 
feel the same way Bob does. He'd ex- 
pect—” 

“Tell me about this Robert Harris. Does 
he have any strong feelings about—well, 
how does he feel towards Negroes in gen- 
eral? Everyone at some time or another 
expresses an opinion about the various 
races.” He added something about it 
wasn’t life’s problems that were important, 
such as mixed marriages and religions, 
only a human bheing’s attitude towards the 





problem. Then he waited and I gradualh 

























































got it all out— * 
Maybe I said more than I intended, ino, th 
than I realized, about New Year’s yp ™ 
how Bob had teased me, I thought to shoe . 
me, about the KKK, what his fath 
thought, how he’d argued with his lifetin, Wl 
friend about the Little Rock situation, ch 
When I finished, the doctor closed th the 
big medical book and sighed, and why pa 
he looked at me it was like that nightg) ” 
Dover Place, as if he felt sorry for m af 
and I wasn’t in the mood for pity. ” 
“You’ve just answered your own que ° 
tions, Rose. You got one of two choice) * 
either give up the idea of marrying you “ 
young man now, before it is too late, mp) 
if you do marry him, make certain ym} be 
don’t have children. The decision is you. } - 
entirely. Only you, deep down inside, wij 4 
know which is the right one.” e 
I was at the door before he finishe, Pi 
and I clutched my purse tight to keep my Ps 
hands from shaking with my resentment y Mp 
the man’s casualness. “It’s easy enough} ong 
for you to say throw aside a sweetheart- oa 
you’ve never been a misfit. You've know} “ai 
all your life where you belonged in thi er 
world. For the first time in my life I'v) doc! 
got somebody to love, and somebody wh w 
loves me and wants me. So I’m going} hab 
marry Bob, children or no children!” |f aj 
stopped to get my breath from the ou) ail 
burst, then I managed a little smile aif the 
apologized for taking up the doctor’s tim} }, , 
“Just wish me luck and lots of happiness!" j,%4 
I said, and he came over then and put hi ang 
hand on my arm for a second. hime 
“Come see me again any time. Roe h jj, 
Pll always do anything I can to help yuf soon 
And I do wish you luck, lots of it. Bi 4 , 
the happiness? That only comes wil eapp 
peace of mind. All.I can do is hope 7 
find it.” Then he paused: the h 
“T was on my way to lunch. Let me dh 4 jp 
you off downtown and you can catch abe} pq | 
from there back to school.” He looked #f) yoy) 
his watch and thought for a second, ‘TB Jife | 
got to go over to the children’s wing i [| wa. 
Tt’s on our way to the parking lot. so com jn th, 
along.” tally 
He talked to me while we hurd ing, 
through the grounds to the children’s bull and 
ing. He explained about the work he dif baby’ 
here in his free time, and immediately! Jefer 
had a new and deeper respect for the mF living 
“Most of these youngster suffer fro An 
nothing more than malnutrition and li F baby 
of TLC—tender, loving care. They" never 
from unwed mothers or broken homes, fF me te 
County Welfare is so strapped for fund Plante 
too, if they can find the least excus l* — 
these kids to receive medical attentitt Rol m 
they send them over. Our beds and wart ri 
are stretched to breaking point.” i 
It was on the tip of my tongue 0% Davis 
now he was proving a point in saying wrong 
Negro poor and sick were often forgoll# doctor 
hut he sounded so serious I didn't i a prol 
the heart to be flippant. he to k 
“About the only times I wish I wet! E Td ha 
millionaire,” he said, “are when I help m 
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inhere. We need so much of everything; 


three times as many doctors and nurses.” 


and I knew what he meant when I followed 
him around the rooms. 

| waited in doorways most of the time 
while he talked to children, read bed 
charts, and consulted with the two nurses, 
the only ones on duty for the 63 Negro 
patients. Somehow. we both forgot lunch, 
and our errand. We got so busy—I helped 
adjust bed trays, guide little hands with 
spoons to hungry mouths, hurried from 
one ward to the other as often and as fast 
as the nurses did, and I loved every min- 
ute of it. 

I think I stayed the longest in the infant 
ward. I worked so hard I had to change 
masks twice because they got soaked with 
perspiration. I held bottles, changed 
diapers, bedded-down, for I don’t know 
how long before Dr. Davis came in. When 
he went over to read the charts on a crib 
that had three babies in it, they all started 
to cry and I picked up the loudest one, 
and rocked him in my arms. He was only 
afew months old, but his head was cov- 
ered with a cap of dark woolly fuzz and I 
ran my hand over it. Just then I met the 
doctor’s glance from across the crib. 

“They’re just like big dolls when they’re 
babies,” I said, to cover my embarrassment. 

“Pretty noisy dolls I’d say,” he laughed. 
and turned away to another bed. As soon as 
the baby was quiet I laid him back and 
he really howled then. “Guess he thought 
he'd found a friend.” Dr. Davis called over, 
and I picked the baby up again and held 
him close against me and said all the silly 
little cooing things you say to a baby. It 
seemed the most natural thing in the world 
to rub my cheek over the soft, woolly- 
capped head. 

The oddest feeling came over me. I held 
the baby out in front of me and just looked 
atit, hard. This could be my baby—and 
I'd love him regardless of his color. I 
wouldn’t even mind if he was dark-skinned 
like the little fellow in my arms, because 
Iwas colored too. I think that right then 
in that room was the first time I even men- 
tally used the word colored without winc- 
ing. I cried and laughed at the same time 
and rubbed my wet cheek against the 
baby’s and I mumbled. “My name is Rose 
Jeflerson—I am a Negro girl—TI have lots of 
living kin—and I aim to be one of them!” 

And in that moment while I eased the 
baby back on his pillow, I knew I could 
never deny the will of God. He intended 
me to be a Negro or He wouldn’t have 
planted my seed in the womb of a Negro 
woman. I was as sure of that as I was sure 

€ meant for me to be a mother. and for 
Robert Harris to be a father. 

Long before I walked from that room, I 
knew that the decision I made in Dr. 

avis's office only a few hours ago was the 
"rong one. I couldn’t marry Bob. Like the 
doctor said, Bob wasn’t ready to cope with 
4 problem that could be ours, neither was 
le to be punished with a fruitless marriage. 
we to give him up. —Oh dear God— 

¢—give me the courage to do what I 


know now is the right—the only thing to 
do! I silently prayed. 

“Let’s go. I’m starved,” Dr. Davis called 
from the hall and I hurried after him. 


LL THE long ride across town to Dover 

Place. the doctor just sat quietly and 
listened, while I talked—while I relived 
the past three hours in the Children’s Hos- 
pital. Then he just smiled at me and 
squeezed my hand a little, and the warmth 
and understanding in his touch was as good 
as a book full of words. 

Bob’s car was parked in front of 4817. 
I looked at his handsome serious worried 
face when he got out of his car and came 
to meet me—and I felt as though a knife 
were being twisted and turned inside me. 
I thought: @ part of me is dying right now 
—a part of me that will never live again. 
I took a deep breath to ease the swelling in 
my throat. and silently prayed for the 
courage I needed. 

“Rose! Where the devil you been? I’ve 
been here for hours!” he put his arm 
around me and kissed me, either ignoring 
or not seeing Dr. Davis, “Mrs. Barnes said 
you’d come here early this morning. When 
you didn’t show up at school I got worried. 
For Pete’s sake, next time call me. honey. 
I’ve been worried sick.” 

I eased away from him and introduced 
him to Wilbur Davis. He said a brief al- 
most curt “Hi ya!” and went on to me: 
“Brother, what I’ve been through trying to 
get information out of that woman!” he 
nodded towards the old stucco house. “She 
acted like she never heard of you!” He 
took me by the arm and started for his car, 
but I pulled back. 

“Bob, come up to the house with me—I 
want you to meet my Aunt—and my Uncle 
Ben if he’s home.” 

It was the only way—hbecause it was 
quick. I didn’t look at him when I added, 
“Dr. Davis’s brother Hank is marrying my 
cousin Clara next month—” 

Bob yanked me by the arm and spun me 
around so hard and fast I nearly fell. “You 
trying to be funny. Rose?” He no more 
than got the words out when the heavy oak 
door with its head knocker 
opened, and my Aunt Ellie came out. 

“Bob—this is my Aunt.” I said and 
stopped. The look on Bob’s face was ter- 
rible. It was filled with shock. Or was it 
horror? It tore me apart to have to hurt 


brass lions 


him so; he had never done anything to me 
to deserve my hurting him. 

He took his arm from and I 
watched his fists clench and unclench at 
his sides. “I’m—Negro. Bob—my parents 
are colored. I didn’t know it until last Fri- 
day—I didn’t know how to tell you—I 
didn’t want to tell you-—” 

I waited for him to shout, to damn me, 
to demand more of an explanation. I be- 
lieve it would have eased my misery a little 
if he had hurt me. if only physically——but 
he didn’t say anything. he didn’t do any- 
thing. He just looked at me, as if he had 
Then. 


mine 


never seen me hefore. without a 
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word he turned and practically ran back to 
his car. 

My tears blurred my eyes so I couldn’t 
see him, but I heard him gun the motor 
and pull away with the gears grinding— 
and [ couldn’t have felt worse if I’d been 
under those tires. 

Dr. Davis put his arm across my shoul- 
ders. “That’s not exactly the way I would 
have handled it, Rose, but tears won’t help 
now. It was a shock for him. Maybe when 
he has time to think it over he’ll call—” 

I let Dr. Davis talk while he led me 
into the house, but we both knew Robert 
Harris would never call. 


! TOOK WEEKS and months of lonely, 

sleepless nights, and endless heartache 
to learn to live without him, and to con- 
vince myself I had done what the Lord ex- 
pected me to do. 

Now. I’ve finally tucked him away in that 
corner of my heart reserved for special 
memories, memories of a world I now look 
back on as though it was a play I watched 
from the stage wings, as if some stranger 
played my part. 

[ didn’t go back to The Elms. Dr. Davis 
and I were sure Bob had gone to Mrs. 
Barnes after he left our place. and he con- 
vinced me it would be embarrassing for 
everyone concerned for me to appear. So 
[ wrote Mrs. Barnes a long note, thanking 
her for the years of love and care she had 
siven me, along with the blunt truth of 
who I really was. And I never heard from 
her again, or Amy or Marion. When the 
arton boxes came with my clothes, I 
eagerly tore them apart, hoping to find 
some word of understanding from Mrs. 
Barnes, but there wasn’t any, and I cried 
vith my disappointment. I felt as if I had 
lost something very special. 

| went down to Arkansas that next week. 
\ly father had died, but my mother was 
exactly what I expected her to be, and I 
was happy to have ‘found’ her—of course 
it took days for me to convince her the 
cood Lord didn’t intend that parents and 
children should live in different worlds. 

The shack with the newspapers nailed 
to the windows had been replaced by a 
decent, modern house after my cousin, 
Ruthie Mae, married a construction work- 

But what is important, to me anyway— 
is that I am so at peace, so content with 
life. Now I feel that I have a purpose for 
being alive. I am a part of the family at 
1817 Dover Place. 

Sure people stare when I walk down the 
treet with Aunt Ellie, or Dr. Davis, but 
I'm getting used to it. So are they, because 
they are my folks, and I’ve learned to love 

very one of them. I even feel sorry for 
those light-skinned colored folks who feel 
they’ve got to “pass” as whites to have a 
good life. I’ve found it’s so much easier, 
impler, to live the truth, to know that God 
had a special place for each one of us— 
and all we’ve got to do to be happy is to 
find that place. THE END 
ody 
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An American Girl Finds Love In Pari 


(Continued from Page 13) 


other group in my life.” 

Still, however, even after the initial visits 
to the homes of members of Gerard’s fam- 
ily, Bernice still thought their relationship 
as just a summer romance, and left Paris 
in October of that year. 

“On the boat back home,” Bernice ex- 
plains, “I realized I was thinking of Ger- 
ard often and wishing that I could be with 
him sitting in the Mars Club or just walk- 
ing around Paris. I realized I was in love.” 

Back home and at work, Bernice’s 
thoughts of Gerard continued, and they be- 
gan exchanging letters with increasing fre- 
quency. As a result, Bernice returned to 
Paris for the Christmas holidays. and they 
became engaged. In the flurry of wedding 
plans that followed, Bernice made four 
trips to Paris in 1958. 

The winter of 1958-59 was one of Paris’ 
worst. A thick frosting of snow lay over 
the city. But a week before the wedding, 
the weather became warm, and the snow 
thawed. Meanwhile, a sudden warmth had 
prevailed over Gerard’s family, the forth- 
coming marriage having so welded them 
together that they were speaking to each 
other again and planning to make the wed- 
ding a family affair. And once again, Ber- 
nice was touched by the friendliness of 
both the Europeans and Americans abroad. 
“All the friends I had made and his friends 
were helping to make plans for a grand 
wedding.” Bernice recalls. “Gifts of money 
flowed in to help take care of parties and 
expenses. This was the happiest time of 
my life. For the first time. there were other 
people interested in what was happening to 
me and helping to make a success of my 
endeavors.” 

Since both civil and religious ceremonies 
of marriage are required in France, they 
were first wed by the Mayor of Paris, who 
had never before joined an_ interracial 
couple. He was denied permission to kiss 
the bride. at the ceremony’s end, however, 
by Gerard. who declared he still did not 


consider he and Bernice married until th 
were pronounced man and wife in chur 
And so they exchanged vows before 
priest, Bernice carrying a bouquet of wh 
lilacs. The wedding song, written espee 
ly for the bride by Hazel Scott, was ap 
priately titled: White Lilacs. q 
After the honeymoon was over, G 
packed his drums, records, stamp coll 
tions and photographs (he’s a camera b 
and, with an alien registration card, 
to the U. S. with his wife. Slowly } 
surely, he is making his way into the U, 
jazz world, meanwhile practicing in a 
ner of the basement of their Baltix 
home. Says Bernice of the present and] 
future: 
“Neither of us has been married bef 
We have some similarity in backgroj 
We have some similarity in stubborn 
sedness when once we have set our mi 
on a goal. We never stop until we } 
achieved. We will get to the top. a 
“We would really like to become inter 
nationals. We would like to be able 
live here part of the time and in Paris p ‘ 
of the time. I would just love to havea OR 
beauty salon in Paris. They have fabulou 
ones there, but they can’t do our hair. 
have such a business would require a 
initial layout of money. That we dont 
have now. We are working toward thi, 
goal. I’m sure that Gerard’s orchestra 
get engagements both here and abroad, 
becoming internationals, we can be 
gether more because here there are ma 
places we cannot go together.” 
Bernice confesses that sometimes 
she has to pick up things her husba 
leaves lying around the house, she beee 
peeved. But soon she reminds herself 
this is the first time in her life when 
has really had someone in her corner work 
ing for the same goals as she. Then, it 
stead of fussing with Gerard. she quiely 
hangs up his clothes, happy to havea 
family at last. THE 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) . 
Old-timers Noble Sissle and Eubie 


Blake are together again, entertaining # 


Joe Wells famous Chicken & Waffles 


Sammy has finally bought Sheba. an all- 
white mare which Burt Lancaster rode in 
Vera Cruz. 


One-time child singer Toni Harper, 
known for her Candy Store Blues is now 
22 and recording again with RCA Victor. 
On her first album she sings songs written 
by fellow students in the songwriting class 
at the University of Southern California. 


The fabulous Miss Eartha Kitt has 
signed to appear in a string of Negro the- 
atres in a string of cities. She’s just dis- 
covered there’s loot there too. 


in Harlem. Sissle and Blake, who @ 
authored Shuffle Along, a big hit s¢ 
years ago, want to bring another m 
to Broadway this autumn. They've eal 
it Happy Times and have already 
singer Mable Lee, who’s doing the gig 
them at Wells’. 

Singers Orlando Robeson and b 
Essix Scott have joined the Ink 

but we don’t know which ones since 
are several groups of Ink Spots arow 








